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THE SYLVESTRES. 



CHAPTER L 



INGARETHA. 



TpLEASANT county of Suffolk! half park, 
-^ half garden, with little rivera thread- 
ing abundant pastures, with elm trees stand- 
ing like majestic screens of subtle tracery 
against the blue and white heavens, with 
sweeps of reddish gold corn-land and heath- 
empurpled wastes running down to the un- 
quiet northern seas ! — who that loved thee 
with the unforgetting love of childhood but 
volunteers a gracions acknowledgment of 
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2 THE SYLVESTRES. 

thv homely beauties in latter life ? It is not 
a land of surprises. The stranger does not 
find himself upon the summit of some stately 
Pisgah and look down upon promised lands 
overflowing with milk and honey, nor is 
there " merrye walking in the fayre forest 
to hear the small birds sing/' nor the noisy 
laughter of cascades in unexpected places ; 
but delicious little fastnesses in hazel copses, 
where you may be imprisoned like the 
squirrel between the green and the blue ; 
breezy sheep-walks covered with gorse, 
where you may study cloud-land for hours 
and hear no sound but the bark of the 
shepherd's dog marshalling his charge; of 
rivulets plenty, and of rivers broad and 
bright one or two. Nor must we forget the 
lanes overhung with brier and honeysuckle, 
leading to quaint little homesteads, lost to 
the outer world, but alive with the manifold 
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THE SYLVESTRES. 6 

business of the farm ; nor the stackyards of 
corn, pyramids of gold ; and the hundred 
pastoral grâces that her painters copied and 
her poets sang. 

It is, indeed, an Arcadia, but an Arcadia 
of prose, and not of poetry. Everything 
flourishes ; the pigs take to the process of 
fatting kindly ; buUocks demolish oil-cake as 
if they felt themselves destined to figure in 
a festival of Apollo ; the horses are sleek, 
and gifted with a good deal of slow but de- 
pendable understanding ; the crops, whether 
of corn or hay or roots, are unrivalled. The 
people are sturdy and contented ; two or 
three words with them go a very long way, 
though mother-wit of a homely kind is not 
wanting. Like Suffolk dumpling this crassa 
Minerva can hardly be appreciated except 
by a native palate. 

Any dreamer of Utopian dreams who 
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4 THE SYLVESTRES. 

should suddenly wake in this happy corner 
of Englandmight well say to himself, Eurêka! 
Sure] y hère, if anywhere, exists an ^earthly 
paradise. 

Miss Ingaretha Meadowcourt, so called 
from a certain ancestress, Yngaretha de 
Pennington, for the health of whose soûl 
Ralph, her husband, had given a salt-work 
with two patellae to the abbey of Furness in 
the reign of Henry II., — thus ran the pedi- 
gree, — owned one of the choicest spots in 
SufFolk, near the famous old town of St. 
Beowulf s-bury. She was mistress of an 
antique, picturesque mansion, called the 
Abbey, of a modest but ample estate ap- 
pended to it, and was lady of the manor of 
Culpho. No wonder that the little world of 
St. Beowulf s looked upon this young lady as 
a favoured child of fortune, and pricked up 
its ears when, after several years of foreign 
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travel, she chose to settle in her country 
home. " What will she do with it?" asked 
the little world in a breath, concerning itself 
night and day with her future career. What 
she had done with it hitherto scandalised 
them not a little. It was now five years since 
she lost her father, and the greater part 
of those five years had been spent abroad. 
Instead of reading aloud to old women, 
catechising the school children, dispensing 
Christmas doles, helping to embroider altar- 
cloths, and otherwise doing her duty in the 
parish, she preferred to travel and enjoy her- 
self, spending one winter in Rome, another 
in the East, and so on. The plain truth of 
the matter was that Miss Ingaretha Meadow- 
œurt had no taste for English country life, 
and would never hâve entered upon it but 
from a sensé of duty. The moriotony of it, 
the narrowness of it, the conventionalism of 
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6 THE SYLVESTRES. 

it, warred against a host of opposing idîosyn- 
crasies. She had, moreover, inherited some 
unpopularity. Her father — whom she ador- 
ed — had been an uncompromising Radical 
in a strictly Conservative neighbourhood, 
and to be so circurastanced is not to lie on 
a bed of roses. Whatever Ingaretha did 
amiss was doubly blamed, because it was 
done by her father's daughter. If she wore 
a dress of unusual pattern or colour, people 
said, " What can you expect after such a 
bringing up ?" If she walked on foot she 
was consideredagipsy ; if sherode, an Amazon. 
There was nothing she did that was not an 
oflFence, nothing she left undone that was not 
an affront. 

For good or for evil, however, she was a 
power in the place, and the Libéral and Con- 
servative parties of society waited eagerly till 
she should choose sides. Hitherto she had 
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shown friendliness ail round, but as it is 
impossible to be friendly ail round very long, 
the High Church set and the Low Church 
set alternatively quaked in its shoes. Never 
did spiritual shepherds cast more longing 
looks upon stray sheep than were cast by the 
différent clérical leaders of St. Beowulf's up- 
on this lovely white lamb that coquetted out- 
side the fold, refusing to be caught, converted 
— and shorn. 

Hardly less important than Ingaretha's 
choice of a guide in religions matters seemed 
her choice of a partner in afFairs temporal. 
Whom would she marry ? asked the people 
breathlessly. And as there was only one 
person within a somewhat libéral radius 
who could be called a proper aspirant for 
such an honour, Miss Meadowcourt's choice 
was styled Hobson's choice, and to that per- 
son she was married by the Fates — so said 
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8 THE SYLVESTRES. 

public opinion — whether she willed or 
not. 

Mr. Carew Carew's estate joined Miss Mea- 
dowcourt's. Mr. Carew Carew was neither 
too young nor too old for Miss Meadow- 
court, Mr. Carew Carew and Miss Meadow- 
courtweremadeforeach other, and there only 
remained the slight difficulty, that at présent 
they did not seem to realize the fact. There 
is a homely proverb, '' One man raay lead a 
horse to the pond, but twenty cannot make 
him drink," and it applies to sweet waters 
as wéll as bitter, to hum an beings as well as 
horses, who know well enough how good 
the draught would be for thera, but wilfuUy 
and provokingly abstain, in spite of per- 
suasion. Mr. Carew and Miss Ingaretha had 
been known to spend many and many a 
winter in the same southern places of resort, 
had visited each other from youth upwards, 
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moreover, and had exchanged civilities 
whenever they happened to find tliemselves 
neighbours. It was surely unpardonable of 
them not to oblige universal expectation, and 
marry ! 

Miss Ingaretha Meadowcourt and Mr. 
Carew were just the sort of people who never 
oblige universal expectation, doing the things 
polite Society told them they ought not to do, 
and leaving undone the things they ought 
to hâve done. Both of them preferred ease 
to élégance, freedom to chains, no matter 
how well encased in rose-leaves, and esti- 
mated the forms of stereotjrped society 
exactly at the value of a straw. People 
liked them and were amused by them, 
but were not a little scandalised by their 
fréquent déviations from ordinary behav- 
iour. 

On a certain Midsummer-day, for instance, 
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10 THE SYLVESTRES. 

the young mistress of the Abbêy entertained 
two or three neighbours to tea out of doors, 
and the following event happened, which 
proved beyond a doubt how unlike she was 
to the rest of the world. 

"Why are we so dull?" she asked, — a 
glaring impropriety to begin with. *' It is 
Midsummer-day. The roses are ail out. 
We hâve nothing to do but amuse ourselves, 
and yet how dull it is I" 

Close at her elbow sat the Rector of 
Culpho, a cumbersorae and mole-like person 
of about forty. One may say mole-like ad- 
visedly, for he was sleek and slow, his eyes 
were small, and he had a habit of retiring, 
with ungainly haste, from the daylight of 
discussion to the intellectual darkness in 
which he lived. 

" I assure you," he said gallantly, 'Hhat I 
am never dull when in your company." 
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"If I were a proper-rainded person I 
should return the compliment," answered 
Ingaretha, " but you are too charitable not 
to forgive me." 

The rector's sentiment was echoed by the 
rest of the party, and emphatically by a 
young lady who admired him as much as he 
admired Miss Meadowcourt. 

" Then I can only say that I envy your 
good temper and résignation," Ingaretha 
added ; crying suddenly, " Ah ! thank heaven 
there is Mr. Carew." 

"Ithought," said the rector cautiously, 
and with a look of mortification, " that you 
and our good neighbour were not exactly on 
visiting terms ?" 

" We are always quarrelling like intract- 
able children," she replied, blushing and 
smiling, at which the rector looked puzzled, 
" but it has been set-fair with us for some 
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12 THE SYLVESTRES. 

time now ;" whereupon the rector frowned, 
" though I daresay the glass will go down 
to-day." And that set the rector at his ease 
again. 

Mr. Carew was neither young nor hand- 
some, but he was the sort of person about 
whose âge and looks no one thinks for a 
moment, possessing that gracions raanner, 
that delightful naïveté^ that exquisite capacity 
of enjoyment, which keep a man ever young 
and ever fascinating. 

*' Always late and always welcome," said 
his hostess cordially; ''to-day later and 
more welcome than ever." 

" Of ail the raisguided little virtues I hold 
punctuality to be the worst," Carew said 
laughing. " For whom was the fatted calf 
killed ? For the prodigal. For whom do 
the angels rejoice ? Not the punctual sinner, 
but the dilatory one. What a delicious day, 
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and what a heavenly place, Miss Meadow- 
courtl" 

" Yet we were so duU just now that I felt 
inclined to ask Mr. Whitelock to preach . a 
sermon by way of împroving the time," cried 
Ingaretha wickedly. 

*' Whàt profanation !" said Carew ; then 
by way of modifying the carcasm he added, 
" If there be sermons in stone, much more 
must there be sermons in June roses and. . 
water-lilies." 

" Assuredly," said Mr. Whitelock. " Does 
not Solomon say, * I am the rose of Sharon 
and the lily of the valley?"' 

" And that is àpropos of what ?" asked 
Ingaretha. 

" Dear Miss Meadowcourt, let not your 
understanding so often run ahead of your 
révérence. I do not aver that those précise 
verses convey présent application, but words 
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of wisdom may surely be dropped in season 
and out of season by a minister." 

" For my part, I hold with St. Paul, that 
everything should be done decently and in 
order ; and as we ail seem in a serions mood, 
let us talk of serions things. What does 
Mr. Carew think of our proposed additions 
to the infant-school, for instance ?" 

" Spare me," began Carew. 

" Why should we spare you ? Because 
you hâve of late been so helpful to us in 
parish business ?" 

" Because it is Midsummer-day, and the 
roses are ail out," he said. "What is so 
rare as a day in June ?" 

"I accept your plea. We will go and 
gather sonie," Ingaretha answered. 

She led the way to the miniature thicket 
of standard roses, crimson, creara-colour, 
pink, and white, that skirted the little river 
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bounding the lawn. Then, dispeasing her . 
treasures like a queen, she grew quite 

gay- 

Anything more beautiful than the white- 
robed figure of Ingaretha Meadowcourt 
standing among her rose-trees, you could not 
see in the old world or the new. She was 
tall, and stately in her carriage ; she had an 
abundance of the hair that poets praise, 
golden as the tip of wheat-sheaves in August; 
a frank smile that came and went unbidden 
as sunbeanis ; large blue eyes always discov- 
ering and admiring, a noble brow, and the 
sweetest little mouth nature ever gave a wo- 
man. And nature had been bountiful in 
other ways, bestowing upon her the sort of 
playfulness which brightens and beautifies 
every-day things. Existence came to her 
as to a happy child, fuU of surprises and plea- 
sant opportunities and delicious little insights 
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into hidden worlds of enchantment and 
grâce. 

They staid in the sunshine till every 
one's hands were full of roses and every 
one's cheeks glowed, then skirting the little 
river for a hundred yards entered byarustic 
bridge into the welcome shadow of the park. 
How cool it was ! How fresh and enchant- 
ing! The stockdove's monotonous music 
seemed an accompaniraent to the trills and 
shakes and capriccios of the thrush and the 
lark ; murraurs of happy insects filled the 
air ; breaths of wild roses and freshly-mown 
hay were wafted hither and thither ; timid 
little fledglings flew from bough to bough, 
exploring the world ; butterflies, black and 
orange and pale yellow, glanced in the sun- 
shine ; the grand old oaks looking down in 
their fulness and majesty, as much as to say, 
" Be raerr)»^, ye youngsters, it is your time." 
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Carew and Ingaretha led the way, their 
playful talk and laughter sufficing for ail. 
But a happy mood, like a cup of wine, must 
be replenished to continue flowing for ever, 
* / and after awhile they too grew dull and un- 
sympathetic like the rest. It is ail very well 
to prèach the doctrine of Christian charity ; 
who can feel charitable to the people by 
whom a beautiful day and a joyful opportu- 
nity hâve been ypoiled and wasted ? 

Tea was soon spread on the lawn, and 
Ingaretha said sotto voce to Carew as he help- 
ed her with the tea-cups — 

" If only ' one sip of this would bathe the 
drooping spirits in delight.' " 

" ' Beyond the bliss of dreams 1' " he added 
laughing. " But take comfort — we will soon 
hâve some music." 

The melancholy little meal was drawing 
to a close, and the warm lustrous day was 
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18 THE SYLVESTRES. 

shutting like a flower, when the gâte clicked 
and two figures walked slowly and wearily 
up the avenue. 

There was something inexpressibly pathe- 
tic and dignified about thèse wayfarers as 
they eraerged frora the dusky outer world 
into the gaily dressed circle lighted up by 
Ingaretha's golden hair, the splendid silver 
tea-service, and a pyramid of white roses in 
a çrystal vase. 

The man was tall, slim, and of striking ap- 
pearance, with a beautiful bloom of health 
in his thin old cheeks, and a beautiful look 
of boyishness about his face and figure, 
despite the white looks, soft as silk, that 
reached to his shoulders. His clothes were 
raade and mended without any regard to the 
eyes of the world: the pantaloons might 
hâve been eut ont of a woman's gown, the 
coat-pockets were so obviously unsafe that 
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you felt sure there was nothing in them, his 
shoes were worn out, and the knapsack he 
bore was of the smallest and shabbiest ; yet 
he planted his foot on the ground with a 
buoyant air, and greeted the company with 
incomparable grâce. 

The woman trudging by his side looked 
the older and wearier of the two. She 
wore a broad-brimmed straw hat tied under 
her chin, which gave homeliness to a face 
not wanting in refinement, and she carried 
her scarecrow garments with equal résig- 
nation but less dignity than her companion. 
Her complexion was burnt to a deep brown, 
evidently by warmer suns than ours. If there 
was a look in her face of a great tragedy, 
her large benevolent careworn features were 
lighted up by bluish brown eyes, brilliant 
as jewels, and her thin well-shaped lips be- 
tokened wit and character. She also bore a 
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20 THE SYLVESTRES. 

bundle, and, like the man, dropped it in 
order to greet Ingaretha and her guests. 

" Monsieur Sylvestre 1" cried Ingaretha 
incredulously. 

" Madame Sylvestre !" said Carew, rising 
with hands outstretched to the pair. 

" Ah I we hâve taken you too much by 
surprise," said the woman in soft plaintive 
French ; " forgive us, dear friend, we were 
so impatient to see you once more." 

But Ingaretha's arras were thrown around 
the woman's neck ère the words were fairly 
spoken, and after a kiss, a hand clasp, and a 
whispered word of tenderest welcome, she 
introduced the new-comers to the rest of the 
party. 

" How wonderful it is to see you hère !" 
she said, making room for them on each side 
of her at the tea- table, " and just now life 
seemed so uninteresting that I thought won- 
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ders had ceased in the land. From whence 
do you corne ?" 

''Straight from Africa," Monsieur Sylvestre 
answered, as coolly as if Africa were no 
farther off than St. Beowulfs ; " and I will 
leave you to guess/' casting a sly glance at 
the knapsack and bundle lying on the grass, 
*' whether or not our goods and chattels hâve 
irupeded our journey." 

Ingaretha smiled, and asked Carew to go 
in-doors and order fresh cream, fresh straw- 
berries, the largest and ripest, fresh tea, and 
everything to be had of the best, for her new 
guests. They repaid her hospitality in the 
most acceptable coin, namely, that of enjoy- 
raent. Carew, who had known Madame 
Sylvestre abroad, found her as usual a little 
sad, a little regretful, but full of wit, hu- 
mour, and observation. What Monsieur 
Sylvestre said, though addressed to Inga- 
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retha, stirred, quickened, and bewildered the 
rest of the company, so piquant and original 
was he. The dulness that had before hung 
round the little party vanished like a fog, 
and the sun shone out. The dreary céré- 
monial of tea becarae a feast indeed. Eyes 
shone, cheeks glowed, laughter came and 
went unbidden. The water had been turn- 
ed into wine, none quite knew how. 

By-and-by, Carew went in-doors and be- 
gan to play on the piano. 

'* Why should we not dance ?" asked 
Monsieur Sylvestre of his hostess. " Our 
hearts are light. We hâve met again after 
divers misadventures. Let us inaugurate the 
joyful meeting with that immortal pastime." 

" With ail my heart," answered Ingaretha. 
The hint was given to the musician. Tables 
and chairs were put out of the way. Part- 
ners were chosen, and as the first airy strains 
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of a waltz sounded froin the open window, 
Ingaretha led oif the dance with her latest 
visitor. 

The waltz was followed by a cotillon, the 
cotillon by a mazurka, the mazurka bj^ a 
quadrille, nor did the dancers desist till the 
nightingales were singing in the dusky shrub- 
beries, and the stars were coming out one 
by one. 

Then Ingaretha's guests, excepting Mr. 
Carew, drove home, a little scandalised at 
her way of doing things, and at the impro- 
priety into which she had led them. To 
dance in crowded ball-rooms and in evening 
costume was proper enough, but there was 
certainly a spice of looseness, vagabondage, 
call it what you will, about an improvised 
dance in the open air ; and though they had 
enjoyed it during the time, they felt in duty 
bound to grow ashamed afterwards. 
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Again, Ingaretha's aflPectionate réception 
of thèse tatterdemalion foreigners argued 
ill for the future. Better churchmen and 
churchwomen could not be found than the 
gentry of St. Beowulf s, but they had only 
one way of reading Scripture, and were 
naturally shocked at such a new interpréta- 
tion of the parable of the great supper. To 
feast the poor, and the hait, and the blind 
was highly commendable ; to bid the wearers 
of purple and fine linen and the wearers 
of rags to sit down at the same table was 
whoUy another thing. 
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CHAPTER IL 

MONSIEUR SYLVESTRE TELLS HIS STORY. 

" A ND now, dear friends," said Ingaretha 
-^^ when the little party assembled in 
the drawing-room after dinner, " tell me ail 
that has happened to you since we last saw 
each other. Mr. Carew will, I know, like 
to hear the story as much as myself." 

The generous wine as well as the cordial 
welcoine of his hostess had repaired for the 
time being Monsieur Sylvestre's spent forces, 
and he flitted from one object to another in 
the choicely-furnished drawing-room, gay as 
a butterfly. 
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" I am never tired of telling my own story, 
because it is much better than other people's," 
he said. 

" And so much sadder," put in his wife 
with a sigh. 

" But what a joyful finale to ail our mis- 
adventures!" he went on. "Well, Miss 
Meadowcourt commande, and I, her leal 
servitor, hâve nothing to do but obey." 

He leaned back on the raantelpiece, fold- 
ed his arms in an easy attitude, and was 
about to begin, when Madame Sylvestre 
rose hurriedly and placed an easy-chair be- 
side him. " Thou art tired, Benjamin," she 
said almost in a whisper. He sat down and 
began : — 

"To you, a philanthropist," he said in 
French, looking at his hostess, " and to you, 
a poet," he said, turning to Carew, " I need 
make no apology if at one time my love of 
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mankind, at another my imagination, carry 
me away. We hâve spent happy days to- 
gether in lovely places. — a bond of union 
freemasonry cannot outbid ; and we hâve 
talked of those things which bind people to 
each other like a sacrament taken in Com- 
pany. The good, the true, the beautiful, 
how we hâve loved and courted them !" 

He smiled, stretched ont his hands, and 
looking eagerly forward, as if seeing visions, 
added,— - 

*' I see it ail before me, the little Fourier 
settlement in the purple plain, with its or- 
chards of almond and fig, its cornfields and 
olive gardens, its flocks and herds, — the 
Paradise regained where a few choice soûls 
lived and worked and rejoiced together as 
brothers and sisters. Do you remember 
how you came with your English friends 
and abode with iis ? What days were those ! 

VOL. I. 
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We had a week of jubilee without a com- 
mon hour. The harvest of the past year had 
been abundant, and our store-houses were 
full of com, fruit, and wine. There were 
no plagues in the land. The gorgeous wild- 
flowers of the south covered the waste like 
Joseph's coat of many colours. In those in- 
nocent bacchanals we grew drunken, but not 
with wine. Would that ail humanity fol- 
lowed our exaraple !" 

Thereupon he glanced round at his audi- 
ence with a whimsically self-convicting ex- 
pression, for, moderately as he had partaken 
of Ingaretha's Rhenish wine,he was conscious 
of the mounted flush on his cheek and the 
sparkle in his eye thereby induced. 

*' Soon after you left us," he continued, 
" our troubles began. First of ail, came the 
Arabs to plunder us. One night our goats 
went, that was bad enough ; but to lose our 
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poultry was worse still, and they began by 
stealing the best — " 

"Ah ! a superb cock and five hens that 
never missed laying," put in Madame Syl- 
vestre with a great sigh. 

" We had dogs, and we could hâve got 
help from the soldiers," her husband went 
on, " but the Arabs were driven to thèse 
deeds by the direst necessity, and really 
wanted them more than we. In some places 
the colonists made no ado, but guarded 
their property with armed men ; we, the 
lovera and propagandists of peace, could not 
do that, however painful it was to be robbed, 
not only on account of the value of our poor 
beasts, but for the want of principle and the 
destitution it showed on the part of the 
Arabs. Night after night I patroUed the 
premises at the péril of my life ; yet the 
things went, sometimes a sack of grain. 
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sometimes a hoe or a spade, sometimes a 
poor stray chick or duckling. However, 
we held up our hearts, for the corn pro- 
inised well, and if the harvests were abun- 
dant everywhere the Arabs would hâve 
less temptation to maraud. But one morn- 
ing, as we were dispersing to our field work, 
we saw flying from the south three or four 
silvery-winged little créatures no larger than 
humming-birds. My companions tumed 
deadly pale and cried, 'The locustsl the 
locusts!' It was the beginning of the 
plague. First they came by hundreds, like 
little harmless swarms of starlings migrating 
in autumn. Then they came by thousands, 
by hundreds of thousands, by millions, by 
millions of millions, till the earth was 
covered with them, the heavens were dark- 
ened, the pleasant world was turned into a 
pandemonium. By night and day we waged 
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war with the persecutors, but it was like 
throwing a tea-cup full of oil on a raging 
sea ; slay, burn, iinpale as we might, the 
numbers seemed greater than ever. When 
at Jast the plague was over, and the stinking 
carcases of the eneniy covered the length 
and breadth of the land, our hearts sank 
within us at the mischief that had been done 
— the beautiful young crops were ruined, 
the pastures gone, the fruit trees were bare 
both of leaf and blossom. We knew well 
enough what was at hand." 

Hère Monsieur Sylvestre resunied his de- 
clainatory. attitude by the fireplace, well- 
pleased at the breathless interest he had 
kindled in his audience. Carew listened as 
to a tragic story or poera, but Ingaretha's 
hand pressed Madame Sylvestre's, and she 
whispered a sympathetic word from time to 
time. The poor Frenchwoman suiiled 
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through her tears, saying every now and 
then — 

"How beautifully he tells it, does he 
not?" . 

Monsieur Sylvestre went on — 

" How could we help knowing it ? Our 
sleep was haunted with haggard figures 
threatening to kill us if we had no bread. 
But the reality was worse still. First came 
the starving men and woraen we had seen 
in our dreams, beseeching us in their hunger. 
We gave what we could, but there was none 
to work miracles, and the little we had to 
spare was soon at an end. Thèse men and 
women came to us no more, but instead 
flocked hollow-eyed spectres, and raging 
maniacs, and human beings turned into wild 
beasts of hunger. We had no reason to 
fear for our granaries and hen-roosts, they 
were ail erapty ; but our lives were not safe. 
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' This is my child I' shrieked one. ' Feed us 
to-night, or he is killed and eaten I' '' You 
Europeans do not die/ was the cry of 
others. ' We will murder you unless you 
divide your secret stores with us.' The 
government sent bread, but it would not 
feed millions, and for weeks the people kept 
perishing before our eyes. Still we stayed 
on, hoping for better days. The fever came 
next — fever did I say? It was the plague, 
such a plague as is sure to follow dearth, 
famine, and cannibalism, and we had grown 
familiar with ail thèse. Hitherto people 
had died slowly, after days of raging mad- 
ness and despair, or had lain down in a cor- 
ner to die like dogs. 

** But now death did his work in a quicker 
fashion. The wail of human nature turned 
savage was hushed. Men, women, and little 
children walked about meekly with a look of 

VOL. I. D 



Digitized by 



Google 



34 THE SYLVESTRES. 

death in their fiaœs, and dropped down on 
a sudden. There was no mistaking that look. 
Few tried to heal, none to console each 
other. As they had died of starvatîon be- 
fore our eyes, with none to mourn or bury 
them, now they died of the fever, stricken 
down like soldiers in a battle-field. The 
whole land was tumed into a tomb— the 
tomb of nameless hundreds of thousands." 

" Then came the worst of ail," said Ma- 
dame Sylvestre. Her husband rebuked her 
for the interruption by a gesture, and she 
was silent, following his looks and words 
with a horror-stricken expression. The 
two women drew doser to each other, and 
Ingaretha took up the thin, brown, toil-worn 
hand of her companion and kissed it rever- 
ently. 

" How you must hâve suffered !" she cried 
" The awful year drew to a close under 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE SYLVESTRES. 35 

somewhat better auspices," the narrator 
continued. " We had survived assassination, 
famine, and pestilence, and might fairly 
deem that the wrath of the gods was spent 
at last. What seed-corn we had was put in 
the ground, what good cheer we could mus- 
ter was devoted to the inauguration of the 
new year. Till long past midnight our 
little band of musicians made merry in the 
streets, and with the remaining wine of our 
vintage we toasted the imraortal meraory of 
Fourier, the regenerator of the social world. 
We were sleeping peacefuUy as babes in a 
cradle when, at day-break, something that 
sounded like thunder awoke us. I started 
from my bed, but ère I could reach the 
window our little teneraent was shaking like 
a bird's nest rocked by the wind. A few 
seconds more, and we found ourselves in 
the open air, we knew not how, «cared^ dis- 

d2 



Digitized by 



Google 



36 THE SYLVESTRES. 

tracted, paralysed. The earth heaved under 
our feet, raaking us sick and giddy. A hor- 
rid crash sounded in our ears. Human cries 
rose up on every side. ' The earthquake ! 
The earthquake T People shrieked, wept, 
and prayed by turns. To add to our misery, 
rain was falling in torrents, and we were but 
half dressed. A few, indeed, escaped in 
their night-clothes. Sonie delayed escape 
too long." 

" Poor Biaise was lost to us that morn- 
ing," sobbed Madame Sylvestre ; " he had 
a heart of gold, and stopped to look for his 
dog." 

"TheArabs taught us Cliristian folks a 
lesson then," Monsieur Sylwstre resumed. 
" ^It is the will of Allah/ tlioy said, stalk- 
ing to and fro, stately as k ngs, resigned 
as apostles. Ah, it was grand to see 
thera !" 
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" They pilfered us directly our backs were 
turned," put in Madame Sylvestre. 

" I will leave you to imagine that day of 
cold, destitution, and misery. Wet to the 
skin, shelterless, hungry, and for once de- 
sponding, we resolved to set out in search 
of some encampment, where we should at 
least hâve a tent over our heads. The next 
village, they brought us word, was in ruins, 
and the next and the next, but tents had 
been sent from the nearest military station, 
so we departed. What a journey was that I 
One must tread upon the heels of an earth- 
quake to realise the awfulness of it. We 
got a rude conveyance, and travelled slowly, 
by the light of a brilliant moon, in search of 
shelter. But there was none to spare. We 
warmed ourselves at the soldiers' watch- 
fires, and went on, passing ghastly spectres 
of what had been yesterday thriving little 
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towns. Hère and there a house, split like 
a pomegranate, stood out from the chaos of 
ruin. Through the stillness of the night 
came the wails of those who had been made 
widows and orphans. The beautiful little 
dty, embosomed in orange and leraon gar- 
dens — Blidah — was deserted as if plague- 
stricken. There was no choice for us but 
to reach the coast." 

Monsieur Sylvestre paused, took breath, 
and added in a passionate tone of reproach 
and entreaty — 

*' Call us not cowards if the sight of the 
sea acted like a charm, drawing us home- 
wards ! AU the treasure that we had was 
buried in that bewitching but most ungrate- 
fal country — ^sinews, endeavours, courage, 
patience, life-blood, hope, we gave her our 
ail, and she repaid us thus 1 Decimated by 
fever, despoiled by savages, ruined by pesti- 
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lejace, unhoused by earthquake, we had no 
choice but to turn our backs upon the land 
of the palm, the fig, and the olive, and go 
forth to seek bread and shelter else- 
where/' 

He dashed aside a tear, and cried, stretch- 
ing out his hands, as if beholding the era- 
blematical figure he apostrophised — 

" Oh, Algérie 1 Algérie ! not thus shouldst 
thou hâve repaid the pioneers of solidarity, 
the disciples of the latter-day prophet I 
How hâve we loved, trusted, caressed thee ! 
How hast thou played with us, chastised, 
expelled us, a band of martyrs crowned with 
asphodel !" 

" But now you shall wear wreaths of 
heartVease and roses," Ingaretha said, bright- 
ly, though tears were in her eyes. " Hère 
there are at least neither locusts nor earth- 
quakes, and you shall hâve a bit of land 
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to turn into an Eden after your own 
heart." 

Monsieur Sylvestre's dépression vanisbed 
like a cbild's tears at the sigbt of sugar- 
plums. Had the œmpany présent been 
dispose^ to hear him, he would at once 
bave described tbe Utopia tbat was to be 
created under Ingaretba's auspices, tbe last 
and best of so many. But it was already 
late. Mr. Carew bad a ride of five miles 
before bim, Madame Sylvestre bad dropped 
asleep, and even Ingaretba looked drowsy. 
Tbe beautiful vision was put off till a more 
fitting opportunity. 

Ingaretba took ber friend by tbe band 
and led ber upstairs. 

*' Tbese are your rooms," sbe said ; " I 
tbink tbey are tbe prettiest in tbe bouse, and 
Monsieur Sylvestre will enjoy tbe little dress- 
ing-room — study — call it wbat you Uke — 
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looking across the park, and the ruiaed 
gate-way of the old cottage." 

" What magaificence !'' said the French- 
woman, sadly, touching the furniture with 
gingerly hand. " What carpets, what cur- 
tains, what pretty things ! Oh ! Mademoi- 
selle, this is much too good for us." 

The rooms were neither very spacious nor 
very iraposing ; but the bright blue hang- 
ings, the soft Persian rugs, the easy-chairs, 
and the hundred and one little comforts, 
might well strike one accustomed to fewer 
hardships than Madame Sylvestre. Inga- 
retha looked paîned. 

*' The best cannot be too good for one's 
friends," she said, kissing her affectionately. 
" Did you not tell me so when I was your 
guçst in your phalanstery ?" 

" Ah ! what was our hospitality in com- 
parison with yours !" 
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Ingaretha chided her playfully, and had 
reached the door when, half-hesitatingly, she 
went back again to where Madame Sylves- 
tre was standing. 

*' You hâve not told me a word about 
René ?" she asked, tuming red as a rose. 
*' Nor of Maddio. Where are they ? What 
are they doing ?" 

" Alas, we know not. They would stay 
behind, though starvation stared them in the 
face. They could not be persuaded to quit 
the land of their adoption." 

'^But they are well?" she whispered, 
eagerly. " The fever spared them ?" 

" Thank heaven, yes ; Maddio made his 
adieux, gay as a child ; poor René was a 
little sad, but both were well when we 
parted." 

" Thank heaven !" Ingaretha said, fer- 
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vently, and then the last good-nigbt was 
saîd. 

Madame Sylvestre eyed her poor mended 
garments ruefuUy as she took them off one 
by one. How out of place they looked 
amid ail this élégance I Little enough she 
cared for finery herself, poor soûl ; but she 
was mortified through her affections. She 
knew that though she should ever be the 
same to her husband and Ingaretha whether 
clad in rags or satin, they suffered vicarious- 
ly if she was sneered at or slighted by the 
vulgar. 

The unwonted softness of the pillows, 
however, and the happy consciousness of a 
long and toilsome journey achieved, acted 
like poppy juice on weary body and brain. 
She fell asleep, and slept the rare delidous 
sleep that lasts from midnight till the matins 
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of the birds are ended, and the hungry 
ploughman sits down to breakfast beside the 
furrows he bas turned since dawn. 
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CHAPTER III. 

POET AND PHILANTHROPIST. 

"r)LEASANT and reviving it is to hear the 
-■- sweet voice of a woman about the 
house, and Ingaretha had the habit of sing- 
ing as she went, whenever her heart was 
light. Long before her guests were astir, 
she had breakfasted and was busy on a hun- 
dred schemes for their business and pleasure, 
interspersing her thoughtful moods with 
snatches of song. Having placed freshly- 
gathered flowers on the table, dawdled in 
the garden a little by the hand-carriage of 
the invalid aunt and godmother, whose 
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home had been Ingaretha's since childhood, 
she mounted her unpretentious-looking mare 
and rode off in the direction of the village. 
She was no patroness of the hunt, a prodigy 
of equestrian excellence, but rode with the 
inherited ease and grâce of a well-bred wo- 
man who feels as much at home in the sad- 
dle as in her court-dress. 

The skylarks were singing among the 
pearly clouds, the fawns frisked hither and 
thither across the turf, a hundred little 
flowers were opening their eyes, the trees 
stood full-robed in the splendour of June. 
Everything looked young and gay and 
beautiful. By-and-by, she passed out of 
the park and entered a narrow by-road. To 
the right stretched level fields of young 
green corn and rich brown fallows, divided 
by hawthom hedges ; to the left lay a pretty 
farm-house, with a well-kept flower-garden 
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in front, an orchard, roseate as sunset cloud, 
with apple-blossoms on one side, farra-build- 
ings, corn-stacks, and meadows on the other. 
She was about to pull up, when a straw hat 
appeared above the opposite hedge, and Mr. 
Carew called ont — 

** Miss Meadowcourt, do ride as far as the 
stile, and then I can speak to you." 

In two minutes he was walking beside 
her, talking eageriy about the Sylvestres, 
their strange story, their wonderful youthful- 
ness and fortitude under trouble. Then he 
brought out his sketch-book with a sudden 
change of idea. Showing her a water- 
colour drawing, "See," he said, "such a 
weird little view lies within gunshot of thèse 
trim fields ! Will you alight for a quarter 
of an hour and walk with me to look at it?" 
he asked. 

She assented, gave him her hands, soft as 
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little birds, and sprang from the saddie. 
They skirted the fallow-land, Carew leading 
the way. As they went, a sound of pain 
and fear came from the hedge, and looking 
round, they saw a young partridge lying in 
the grass, that had evidently been wounded 
by a hawk or some other enemy. There 
was something inexpressibly touching about 
the helplessness and despair of the little 
créature as it stared at them with terrified 
eyes, unable to fly or défend itself. 

" Let us take it home to tha gamekeeper," 
Ingaretha said, picking it up carefully. " If 
it is past help, it shall be put out of its 
misery. Will you put it in your handker- 
chief?" 

He obeyed somewhat unwillingly. A few 
steps further on, they saw a beautiful little 
mole, just thrown out of a trap, wounded, 
but not quite dead. 
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" It is hard to hâve no soûls, and yet to 
suffer," Ingaretha said. 

" Yes," he answered ; " I could show you 
any happy sumnàer morning sadder things 
in your thickets and glades than you dream 
of. Appalling, indeed, is the tragedy of 
Nature, and the part we play in it. We live 
in an âge of mercy, yet the Messiah of the 
animal world is not yet corne." 

" If the human world were happier, per- 
haps we could spare one," Ingaretha said 
cdidly and sadly. " Strange that you should 
feel more for the sufferings of partridges and 
moles than for the sufferings of men and 
women. When I talk to you of our poor 
people, you show no enthusiasm." 

'' A man cannot change his nature, and I 
cannot turn philanthropist," he said ear- 
nestly. " For your sake, would that it 
were possible 1" 
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" You are a poet, an artist, a dreamer,'' 
she went on, with the slightest shade of re- 
proach in her voice, " and I can well under- 
stand how it is that you reconcile yourself to 
an irresponsible, pleasure-seeking — forgive 
me — impression-seeking life. But is there 
not time enough to do a little work as well 
as enjoy a good deal of beauty ?" 

They were now penetrating a little hazel 
copse, and as they went the little branches 
caught her hair, first one lock, then another, 
till it fell a golden shower on her shouldêrs. 
How bright she looked, how eager, how 
beautiful ! Carew answered her, colouring 
to the brow — 

" Seven years ago I said ■ to you what I 
say now, and what would be in my heart 
seven, nay, twice seven years hence, if I 
might then speak to you of farailiar things. 
But I should be a hypocrite were I to pledge 
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myself to the life you hold most estimable. 
I acknowledge and déplore the raisery of 
the world, but I cannot give heart and soûl 
to Blue-books, and social science, and crimi- 
nal reform. As well blâme a dafFodil for 
not being an apple-tree as blâme a born 
artist for not being a philanthropist." 

*'You preach an easy-going fatalism in 
which I do not believe. Land-owners like 
you and me hâve no right to enjoy our pro- 
perty without undertaking its responsibili- 
ties-" 

" I hâve often wished myself quite poor," 
Carew said wistfully. '* Had I only a hun- 
dred pounds of my own a year I am sure 
you would hâve liked me better." 

"I should hâve blamed you less," In- 
garetha answered. 

He was silent for a few minutes, then 
burst out passionately — 
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" Do not call the life wasted which is 
spent in the pursuit of the lovel}'^ and the 
good. Sweep the universe clean of ail but 
the useful, and what would it be like ! — fields 
without daisies, académies without poets, 
women without grâce. Good heavens ! the 
beàuty around us would degenerate into 
ugliness if there were neither poets nor 
painters to remind us of it, idéalise it, in- 
terpret it. And " — he said this pointedly 
and bitterly — " you deceive yourself if you 
think that the world is only made better by 
your Reform Bills and Sanitary Associations 
and Reform atories, Gra'nted that the artist 
is an idler in thèse fields, are there no gold- 
en harvests to be reaped elsewhere ? Shall 
the soûl perish whilst the body is super- 
abundantly fed ?" 

Ingaretha interrupted him in tones as 
eager as his own. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE SYLVESTRES. 53 

" You speak as if a song, a iSower, or a 
happy inspiration could be to the ignorant 
and debased what they are to us, who are 
enlightened and happy. Christ fed the 
multitude as well as preached the truth to 
them." 

" But the truth went first. Oh I take 
care how you appraise Beauty as a moralising 
force, quickening, exalting, enlarging. The 
enlightened and the happy — what a minority 
are they ! Do we two ever raeet without 
complaining to each other of the de ad level 
of moral and intellectual commonplace amid 
which we find ourselves hère ? And if a 
spark of enthusiasm or noble feeling shines 
out, what breath is there to fan it into a 
flame ? You philanthropists and realists 
forget that society can only be perfected by 
the love of intellectual beauty working from 
within. Can législation or inventions, or 
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even state éducation, keep the spirit alive ? 
The dreamer of noble dreams helps most of 
ail." 

" Of noble dreams we hâve enough," In- 
garetha said sadly, "}'et the people are 
starved, flesh and spirit." 

" At least concède a little to those who 
bequeath thoughtSy if not deeds, to their 
fellow-creatures. A lovely fancy, a fresh 
idéal, how good and reviving are they ! For 
your sake," he added, fervently, " I would 
fain become a politician and put my shoul- 
der to the wheel of public life, but my 
heart, my faith, my real self would never 
be in the work. Were one or two of my 
little songs to float down the stream of 
time consoling the unhappy, delighting 
young and old, I should count my time bet- 
ter spent." 
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She looked at him, half incredulous, half 
pitying. 

" You despise me. I had better hâve left 
ray apology unsaid," he said. 

" I do not understand you," she answered, 
" that is ail." 

There seemed nothing more for Carew to 
say after that little speech, though his heart 
was fuU. Had lagaretha been in a différent 
mind, he would haye brought out a poem he 
had written in the haytield just before, as 
dainty an offering as love ever presented, 
but he withheld it without a hint of its exist- 
ence. They walked side by side, each rapt 
in secret thoughts. 

By-and-by they came to the edge of a 
huge chalk-pit, and looking down, saw a 
gipsy encampment in the hollow. Descend- 
ing a little way, they found themselves shut 
in a world of white and blue, the dazzling 
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chalk-diflFs standing against the unclouded 
sky like a rampart. A fire was burning at 
the further end, and the column of blue 
smoke rising from it gave a witch-like look 
to the black-haired, mahogany-skinned wo- 
man bending over the kettle. Two or three 
children, brown and disheveled as savages, 
were coUecting brambles at the pit-mouth. 
Some bits of ragged drapery hung on the 
furze bushes, red, blue, and orange. 

When Carew had retouched his sketch at 
Ingaretha's suggestion, they returned to the 
horses. She spoke again of her new guests, 
and entreated him to be kind and helpful 
to them, which he promised cheerfully. Plea- 
sant talk seemed possible once more, and he 
grew light-hearted at finding her so trustful 
and comrade-like. 

" You know their worth as well as I do," 
she began. 
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" And their eccentricities," he answered, 
smiling. " They will persuade you to turn 
the Abbey into aPhalanstery, after the model 
of the one they left in ruins, or to start a 
second New Harmony founded on the plans 
of Robert Owen." 

" I cannot and will not send them away," 
she said eagerly. " They hâve suffered too 
much, and I love thein too dearly. What is 
the use of living, unless we raake some one 
happy ? And I can make them happy. Will 
you help me to do that ?" 

" With ail my heart — short of becoming 
a socialist," he answered, " or of furthering 
socialist conspiracies. Do they want a house 
to live in ? or money ? or anything else in 
my power to bestow ? Only tell me what 
to do." 

She thanked him, laughing at his irapetu- 
osity ; then, telling him that she was going 
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to consult her farra-steward, Mr. Minifie, on 
their behalf, crossed the road in the direc- 
tion of the farrahouse, the groom and horse 
foUowing. Carew lingered a little ; but at 
the end of a quarter of an hour, no Ingare- 
tha appearing, he went away. Let each 
misunderstand the other as they might, there 
was this feature in their intercourse, that, 
even when they parted in sorrow or in anger, 
it was with the hope of meeting again. But 
for Carew's unhappy passion, indeed, they 
would hâve been excellent comrades. Again, 
and again, he had said to himself that this 
passion should be destroyed, and a friendship 
recreated, phœnix-like, frora its ashes ; again 
and again love had vindicated itself — ^strong, 
young, hopeful, happy. He knew well 
enough that there were other wonien in the 
world, if not so sweet and lovely as she, still 
sweet and lovely ; he knew well enough that 
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the best part of his life was going, and that, 
when it was gone, he should perhaps grudge 
the wasted aflfection and the hoping against 
hope of 80 niany years. Like sorae mediae- 
val alchemist, who spends strength, soûl, and 
substance upon the uncaptured truth that 
now cornes near, now éludes his grasp, now 
vanishes out of sight, to return and hover 
before hina, a golden vision, he passed his 
days in altemate hope, fear, and ecstasy. 

A very unpopular person among his neigh- 
bours was Mr. Carew. He was no sports- 
inan, took no part in politics or county busi- 
ness, and entered very little into society. It 
was whispered that he wrote poetry, and if 
the writing of poetry does not stamp a 
country gentleman as a very poor créature 
indeed, what does ? The world was angry 
with him for being an amateur, moreover. 
How often do we repeat the cant abuse 
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about amateurs, as if higher praise could be 
given a man than that he was an artist by 
reason of his passion for art I 

Mr. Carew's guests, whenever he happen- 
ed to spend a few months at home, were 
very promiscuous — Italian fiddlers ; artists of 
varions nations, often in threadbare coats ; 
occasionally a poet, than whom no untamed 
tiger could hâve created a greater feeling of 
incongruity among the matter-of-fact St. 
Beowulfians ; and so on. Whatever Mr. 
Carew did, raystified or afeonted people. 
Whatever he left undone, equally mystified 
or aflfronted them. That he did not marry 
Miss Meadowcourt affronted them most of 
ail. It country places it seems almost pos- 
sible to believe that a few misguided house- 
sparrows, red-breasts, and swallows are in 
the pay of the father of lies, to propagate 
tittle-tattle and scandai. Perhaps the priva- 
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tions of severe winters tempt them into 
raaking the bargain. Be this as it may, not 
a week, hardly a day, passed without some 
new ruraour concerning the two cyno- 
sures of neighbouring eyes, Ingaretha Mea- 
dowcourt and Mr. Carew. Swiftly as if 
every gossamer thread were a télégraphie 
wire, the news of this accidentai meeting 
and walk was straightway borne throughout 
the length and breadth of the place, with 
what commentaries and conclusions the im- 
aginative reader may easily détermine. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



ME. AND MRS. MINIFIE. 



IF there was one person in the world whom 
Ingaretha cordially disliked, it was her 
tenant and steward, Mr. Mînifie. Ingaretha 
was an excellent landlady, and Mr. Minifie 
was an excellent tenant. He had been in 
the confidence of her father, moreover, and 
she felt too inexperienced as yet to take 
matters into her own hands and get rid of 
him. As a tenant, she could not get rid of 
him, for he held an unexpired lease of several 
years ; and as a steward, there was every 
reason, in a worldly point of view, for keep- 
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ing him. He not only farmed after a first- 
rate raethod hiraself, but insisted upon the 
other tenants doing the same. His manage- 
naent of her aflfairs was generally allowed to 
be unexceptionable. " Whatever you do, 
ray dear," said her faithful old friend and 
lawyer, Mr. Mede, of St. Beowulf, "keep 
Minifie. He's not a pleasant fellow, but 
he does well by your property;" and, 
much against her inclination, she did keep 
him, partly because she knew of no one to 
put in his place, and partly because she had 
no tangible excuse for displacing him. Mr. 
Minifie was certainly not a pleasant fellow. 
He had married a woman twenty-five years 
older than himself for raoney, to begin with, 
and having possessed himself of her fortune, 
cared very little what becanie of herself He 
was one of those men who are made up of 
80 many mean little qualities, in homœo- 
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pathic proportions, that ordinary moral 
nomenclature falls short in cataloguing 
them. 

Mrs. Minifie was so fortunate as to hâve 
hobbies, otherwise the monotonous money- 
making life to which she was tied must hâve 
proved unendurable. She loved to pose as 
a quack-doctor to the poor people, and as a 
moral teacher to ail the young women of 
her acquaintance, whether married or single. 
She loved, moreover, to deliver harmless 
little tirades against her husband. It would 
be hard to say which of her favourite tasks 
she found most agreeable — preparing doses 
of nux vomica and tarraxicum, giving lec- 
tures on moral, social, and religious topics, 
or whispering explosive little domestic 
secrets. 

Mrs. Minifie dispensing raedicine was a 
sight to remember. She always sat on a 
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low stool, having her medicine chest on the 
floor before her, her large untidy person 
attitudinised with an attempt at gracefulness, 
her abundant flossy h air, of mixed pale 
straw-colour and grey, flowing straight from 
the temples, her whole appearance that of 
a person ludicrously late recalled to vanity. 
Mrs. Minifie did not marry till long after 
she had ceased to think marriage désirable, 
and it cost her many and many a pang to 
give up, as completely as she believed that 
she did give up, the slothful, slatternly ha- 
bits of her spinsterhood. She would occa- 
sionally so far make a sacrifice to the shrine 
of fashion as to buy a yard or two of bright 
ribbon or lappet of lace, which she would 
wear as incongruously as a Caffir or Chero- 
kee; but she never grew tidy enough to 
fasten her buttons, lace up her shoes, clip or 
trim disheveled fringes, or attain to the geo- 
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metrical exactitude requisite in a lady who 
wears caps. Mr. Minifie might go in a pas- 
sion, might fliug about chairs and other mis- 
siles, might wish himself unmarried a thou- 
sand times, — though often moved to pro- 
mises and tears, she was never moved to re- 
pentance. The poor people employed on 
Mr. Minifie's farm were almost as ignorant 
as the Arabs who worshipped sticks and 
stones before the advent of Mohammed. 
Their little hamlet, called Peasemarsh, was 
an out-of-the-way place, and life did not seem 
such a priceless boon that any great eflforts 
were made to prolong it. The chapel-goers, 
in case of illness, begged a dose or a plaister 
of Mrs. Minifie; the church-goers went to 
the curate's for a saline draught or a tract : 
the doctor's services seemed a luxury not to 
be thought of. 
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OHAPTER V. 

THE PEASEMARSH WIZARD. 

A LEGEND hung round the little hamlet 
-*^ of Peasemarsh, that, like ail legends, 
had one foot in romance and one in reality. 
Hère, not more than two or three centuries 
back, the celebrated witch-finder, Matthew, 
who had made a journey of bloody triumph 
throughout the length and breadth of the 
land, came upon one of his most precious 
findings, a wizard of the purest water — the 
famed son of the Satanic Lord, his spiritual, 
if not fleshly father. But mark the craft of 
devils when playing high stakes for human 
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soûls I This chosen vessel of ill was so 
painted and varnished with ail kinds of 
fictitious grâces, that he figured among his 
fellow-villagers as a saintly and sweet old 
man, a clergyman moreover and sage, long- 
suffering, fuU of bewitching charms of mien 
and manner. When the witch-finder passed 
that way and marked his man, scales fell 
from people's eyes, a wild beast's cry ran 
through the place, " The wizard — the 
wizard !" The kindliness, the charity, and 
the faith of the village priest was blotted ont 
from people's minds, and the old man per- 
ished, unaided and unpitied. 

Hère the fact ends and fiction begins. 
Grandames and grandsires had declared that 
grandames and grandsires of theirs who had 
been présent at the Peasemarsh martyrdom, 
heard the dying wizard utter a prophecy, 
and thus it ran : — " If I am a wizard, other 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE SYLVESTRES. 69 

wizards there will be like me, and may they 
do no more harm than I hâve done I" And 
from génération to génération the Pease- 
marsh wizard was looked for and talked of, 
but as yet had not come. Very benighted 
without doubt were the inhabitants of this 
out-of-the-way little spot The only enlight- 
enment that penetrated so far was that of the 
curate, he too often no luminary, indeed, 
but much more nearly like a blind teacher 
of the blind. Railways, telegraphs, and 
other modem aids to thought and culture, 
as yet had not leavened this lump of material 
dross with a leaven of intellectual gold. 
The kingdom might be overturned, wars 
waged, worlds discovered, and Peasemarsh 
heeded not 

The Peasemarsh people, in other words 
Mr. Minifie's labourers, showed much more 
concern about their soûls. They were a 
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primitive set of religionists, who named their 
sons after the prophets or their daughters 
after Job's daughters. Very few of them 
eould read or write, but they could ail 
preach, and if a cow were taken ill, or ^ 
horse fell into a ditch, it was prayed over, 
and left to miraculous interposition. When 
the business of her dispensary was closed 
for the day, Mrs. Minifie would wander 
about the house and garden till dinner-time. 
Anyone seeing her amongst her apple-trees 
on a bright sumraer day, was reminded of 
some grotesque Madonna in old stained- 
glass Windows. Her hair, of the colour of 
ripe barley, her large, monotonous face, 
her ill-shaped, gaily-dressed figure — for Mrs. 
Minifie loved colour as much as a Kentucky 
negress — stood out of the background of 
green and blue like the quaint conceptions 
of mediaeval painters. 
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Mr. Minifie liked Peasemarsh because the 
land was rich and brought him wealth, but 
Mrs. Minifie disliked it for that very reason. 
She would fain hâve given wings to her dull 
days by flitting froin place to place, as ishe 
had done before marriage ; and it seemed 
very unreasonable that her husband should 
not feel the same. She was old and he was 
young, she said to herself; yet he could con- 
tent himself with living out of the world ail 
the days of his life, while she was as eager 
to fly off to Brighton or Paris as any school- 
girl of eîghteen. It seemed very unnatural, 
and she christened Mr. Minifie's contentment 
by the name of perversity. By one o clock 
he would return from his ride, and though 
it was years since she married him, his look 
of youthfulness struck her as a new fact 
every day. In the first year or two of 
marriage this contrast between herself and 
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him had not been painful. He was then 
wont to affect chivalrous little sentimentali- 
ties and boyish ostentations of homage that 
compensated for it. Now ail was altered. 
He would stroke his bright-brown beard 
with a look that plainly said, *' Not one 
grey hair yet 1" he would crack nuts with 
his Sound white teeth ; would leap a five- 
barred gâte whenever she happened to be 
walking with him, and insist on her going 
round by some other way ; would ever feed 
her wonder; in fine, patented his youthand 
strength upon every occasion. Neither Mr. 
nor Mrs. Minifie had délicate palates, and 
their meals were ill-provided, ill-cooked, 
and ill-served to such a pitch that, except- 
ing to themselves^ eating in their house was 
a time of dire probation. The asparagus 
was never brought to table tiU it had run to 
seed ; the chickens were allowed to fatten 
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about the granaries, whilst their lean old 
parents were killed and cooked ; their creani 
went into the churn, whilst they corapla- 
œntly put sour milk into their coffee and 
rancid butter upon their bread. They did 
not make a merit of this, or do it by way of 
mortifying the flesh, but Mr. Minifie was 
economical, and had his way. 

To Mrs. Minifie the days at Peaseraarsh 
were like comraon clay vessels, madeto hold 
water, and not wine. She envied other 
people's crystal cups filled with choice Faler- 
nian, and blamed her husband for not en- 
tering into her feelings. *' You never seem 
to think I want any pleasure," she would 
say, with a sigh, " yet in my heart I am 
younger than you." Which was true, for in 
some things she was very young indeed. 
" Do I take any pleasure myself ?" he would 
retort brutally ; " if I did you raight find 
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fault with reason." One indulgence he 
allowed her, and that was an old hooded 
phaeton, in which she took an airing every 
day. There is an élective affinity in things 
as well as in persons, and Mrs. Minifie's 
coachman, carriage, and horse seenied made 
for her. The horse was a pondérons, sandy- 
coloured beast — as clurasy about the pas- 
tems as his mistress about the ankles ; the 
driver, one of those hopelessly good-temper- 
ed Suffolkers whose nnental fog no light of 
éducation can reach ; and the carriage 
matched ail three, being antiquated, cum- 
bersonie — a graceless legacy of past généra- 
tions. " What a horse, what a trap, what a 
scarecrow inside 1" Mr. Minifie would say to 
himself whenever he saw his wife setting 
out on a drive ; and she knew well enough 
that he said or thought it. 

Ingaretha's visit was an event at Pease- 
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marsh. Mrs. Minifie threw down her novel 
with a sensé of relief, thinking it much bet- 
ter to see one person who was young, hand- 
sorae, and interesting than to read of twenty 
who were superabundantly gifted with ail 
kinds of fascinating qualities. 

She rose from her seat, cordial, inquisi- 
tive, full of gratitude for so welcome an in- 
terruption. If only Ingarethas, with golden 
hair and piquant talk, would drop from the 
skies every day, life would be endurable. 

" I didn't believe Mr. Minifie a bit when 
he told me you were settled at the Abbey," 
she said. " How could you bring your mind 
toit?" 

'^ I never intended to live out of England 
altogether," Ingaretha answered, shaking 
Mrs. Minifie warmly by the hand ; " I love 
the old place a great deal too much for 
that.*' 
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" But how much pleasanter to be running 
about the world and seeing différent things 
everyday ! Ah ! I envy you. I shall never 
see Paris any raore, and I daresay you were 
there three or four weeks back. Mr. Minifie 
keeps me as much a prisoner as if I were a 
lunatic." 

" I hope he will let you come and see 
me soraetimes," Ingaretha said, not know- 
ing whether to look gay or serions. "I 
should like to go with you among the poor 
people." 

" What an odd notion I But I am always 
telling Mr. Minifie that the world is turning 
topsy-turvy, and his théories are out of date. 
If you wish to befriend the labourer, manage 
your affairs yourself, dear Miss Meadowcourt. 
That is my advice." 

Ingaretha opened her eyes incredulously. 

" Well, get to know them as well as I do, 
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and judge for yourself. How is it that your 
land brings in more rent than other people's ? 
By squeezing the tenants. How is it that 
the farmers raake up their rent ? By squeez- 
ing the labourers. Mr. Minifie boasts of his 
account-books. Well he may. He does his 
duty by you ; but it's a case of robbing Peter 
to pay Paul." 

" I am very sorry to hear this," Ingaretha 
said. "It is quite new to me." 

" You hâve not been penned up in this 
dull spot for ten years, as I hâve, with only 
the poor people to talk to, or you would 
understand very well how Mr. Minifie 
manages things. Not that I dislike poor 
people. If one is shut up in prison, rats and 
spiders become better corapany than none at 
ail." 

" When I was a little girl, in my dear 
father's lifetime," Ingaretha made answer, 
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" I used to be very fond of going amongst 
the poor people, and it is my duty to do 
what I can for thetn now." 

"Oh ! you are too young to talk so." 
**I am twenty-six," she answered, with 
great seriousness. 

" What a pity to take up good works at 
your time of life I If you do that now, 
what will you take to when you are old and 
hardened in sin like the rest of us ? But 
here's Mr. Minifie ; he'U tell you the poor 
people eat roast beef and plum-puddingevery 
day, and look forward to the workhouse as 
a paradise. Don't believe a word he says, 
and do exactly the opposite of what he tells 

you." 

Mr. Minifie came in — young, brisk, good- 
looking. "Janey," he said, "how could 
you let Miss Meadowcourt sit in such 
an uncomfortable chair ? Janey, hâve you 
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offered Miss Meadowcourt some new milk ? 
Janey, ask Miss Meadowcourt to go into the 
other room, it is so much cooler. Janey, 
you raust sit quite still while Miss Meadow- 
court and I talk on business ;" and so on. 
When at last preliminaries were settled, he 
descanted upon hay crops, new fences, 
leases, and repairs for upwards of an hour, 
Ingaretha listening with forced interest. 

"There are two things I want to talk 
about," she said as soon as his reports seem- 
ed drawing to an end. '* In the first place, 
I want a small farm to let to a friend." 

"Friends never pay rent," rejoined Mr. 
MinijSe. 

" In this case, I should not expect him to 
pay it," Ingaretha answered, with a smile 
and a blush. " I know it sounds unbusi- 
ness-like, but such is the case. An old 
fiiend of mine, one of the persons I value 
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most in the world, has corne to England, 
and a few acres of land would make hiin 
quite happy. I would willingly sacrifice a 
little money to do that." 

Mr. Minifie's eyes looked the things cour- 
tesy forbade him to utter. 

" You think me unpractical, I know, Mr. 
Minifie?" 

** Quite so, Miss Meadowcourt. Give 
away half-a-crown rather than lend three 
shillings any day : you run uo risk, and your 
mind is easy. No, I could not reconcile it to 
ray conscience to hâve a hand in the making 
sucli a pie." 

"But," Ingaretha answered persistently, 
" if I choose to buy a little more land my- 
self, for the sake of letting it to a friend on 
my own responsibility, I should not then 
compromise your conscience ?" 

" Of course not," Mr. Minifie answered. 
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" Or you could let the first farm that falls 
vacant to any one as ignorant of farming as 
I am of book-learning. But I really must 
décline to manage your affairs when I can- 
not deal with your sixpences and shillings as 
fairly as if they were my own." 

Ingaretha made no answer. Much as she 
disliked the matter and manner of his speech, 
she was obliged to admit that there was 
reason on his side. 

" However," he added, " as there is not a 
lease that expires for three years, I hope to 
hâve the honour of serving you till then. If 
you were proposing to me the best farmer 
in the county, he would hâve to wait till 
next Michaelmas three years." 

*' But surely there are a few acres to let 
or sell somewhere in the neighbourhood ?" 

" Miss Meadowcourt, you might almost as 
welltry to fiad a cow versed in the catechism. 
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If you wanted five hundred or a thousand, 
I could find something to suit you to- 
morrow." 

" There is Mr. Moyse's little farm," put in 
Mrs. Minifie, looking up from herseat. ^^ You 
told me yesterday that he was going to sell 
it and retire next Michaelmas." 

" Now, Janey, do allow my business with 
Miss Meadowcourt to be transacted without 
interruption. Mr. Moyse's place will sell as 
dear as fire is hot, and is a seventy-acred 
farm. Miss Meadowcourt speaks of a few 
acres." 

" How much raoney would be required to 
hire or buy it?" asked Ingaretha. 

" Seven or eight hundred pounds might 
cover stock, crop, and valuation ; and for 
the purchase, I should say they would ask 
not less than three thousand pounds. But 
m look about for what you want, Miss 
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Meadowcourt — shall we say three or four 
acres ?" 

" Let me hâve the first chance then, for 
there is no time to lose." 

*' Excuse me, but I hope you won't go in 
for fancy farming on a larger scale. For 
you'd make ducks and drakes of a thousand 
pounds in no time." 

" And isn't that Miss Meadowcourt's own 
affair ? " asked Mrs. Minifie, lifting up her 
large flossy head from the ottoman. " Dear 
me, what liberties you take, to be sure !" 

" I hâve something else to say to you," 
pursued Ingaretha, before Mr. Minifie could 
retort. *' When will the workraen begin the 
new cottages ? I particularly wish them to 
be put in hand as soon as possible." 

" They shall set to work at once ; but I 
don't think a chicken will come out of that 
egg, Miss Meadowcourt. To help the poor 
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hère and there is like feeding two or three 
pigs on cauliflowers, and turning them into 
a cabbage-garden without rings in their 
nbses. Let ail be coddled, or ail be treated 
like grunters, I say. You build a dozen 
'cottages fit for gentlefolks to live in. No- 
body else foUows your example, and the 
conséquence is that you make twelve labour- 
ing families stuck-up, and two or three hun- 
dred envions and discontented." 

" The more discontented the better," Mrs. 
Minifie put in. 

" I quite agrée with you," Ingaretha an- 
swered. " The poor hâve no right to be 
contented till the rich behave differently to 
them. I, at any rate, don't raean to let 
them be herded together like cattle because 
my neighbours are indiffèrent to it. And 
there is another matter on my mind, Mr. 
Minifie. Why are ail the footpaths being 
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gradually done away with ? For j^ou and 
rae who can ride or drive wherever we want 
to go, short cuts are of little conséquence ; 
but for those who hâve to walk miles after 
their work, they are real boons. We ought 
to attend to this." 

" Just as you please, Miss Meadowcourt ; 
but I don't think you see what ail thèse 
things will lead to. The poor won't bear 
spoiling, and if you once begin to tell them 
that everybody ought to feed well and lie 
warm, they'U claim your own dinner and 
feather-bed in a twinkling. Tell them every- 
body ought to be educated, and theyll soon 
find out they're too good for their places. 
I don't say the poor hâve a good time of it, 
they couldn't hâve a much worse ; but how 
we are to better them without hurting our- 
selves? The parsons, I take it, know what 
they are about when they preach content- 
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ment Sunday after Sunday. Change their 
tune, and they would soon find things taking 
a différent turn." 

"I think things are taking a différent turn,'* 
Ingaretha said ; " and I am sorry you don't 
welcome the sîgns of change. But I must go 
now." 

She made ber adieux abruptly and rode 
home; trying to escape from the sordid 
atmosphère of the farm. This was the man 
who had hitherto represented her property ! 
This was the man whom friends, trustées, and 
advisers called '' worth his weight in gold !" 
This was the man in whose hands lay the 
cause of the poor ! 

Summer seemed banîshed from the world 
on a sudden, and dread after dread, chimera 
after chimera, fîUed her mind. She almost 
wished that the fates had ordered otherwise 
for her, and that, înstead of being lady of the 
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maDor of Culpho and mistress of the Abbey 
with its rich acres, she was apenniless maiden, 
dowered only with the love of a man as loyal 
as Carew. 
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CHAPTER VL 



HAPPY HOMES. 



TQUT at the Abbey summer still reigned 
-*-^ suprême. Monsieur and Madame 
Sylvestre found themselves, like good child- 
ren in a story-book, visiting a fairy god- 
mother. It seemed at first difficult to sélect 
one enjojnnent among so many. There was 
the library, to bôgin with, and what lover 
ever wooed a long-absent mistress so rap- 
turously as the scholar his beloved treasure- 
house after painful years of séparation? 
Thèse weather-beaten travellers had not 
looked for décades on stately rows of vellum 
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and calf, nor turned with révèrent Angers 
the thick, cream-coloured page, nor feasted 
with unwearying eyes upon the gênerons 
type, nor enjoyed the hundred naraeless 
pleasures of literary epicureanism. Monsieur 
Sylvestre flitted for awhile from book to 
book like a butterfly in a flower-garden, 
then settled himself luxuriously in an easy- 
chair before the open window. But he 
could not rest long anywhere. The rose- 
leaves wafted across his pages, the sweet 
smells and happy sounds that came in with 
every puff of wind, the unaccustomed atmo-- 
sphère of ease, élégance, and repose, intoxi- 
cated, disturbed him. He put down his 
book, and stepped out on to the terrace. 

"Corne, Euphrosyne," he said, "thou must 
be idle too. Such a day as this is to be 
drunk to the last drop, like a draught of 
wine/' 
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They descended to the garden, wandered 
along the flower-bordered banks of the tiny 
river for awhile, then meeting a gardener, 
begged to see the orchard and aviary. He 
led them across a spacious stone court, in 
which a superb peacock was sunning him- 
self, into a greenhouse glowing like Aladdin's 
garden. There under long grass roofs were 
strawberries large as plums, cucumbers 
blue with bloom, sea-green raarrows embed- 
ded in yellowish leaves, purple-veined figs, 
dusters of vine leaves and tendril, oranges 
just catching a gleam of gold, and innumer- 
able luxuriant and lovely things. The salad 
beds struck Madame Sylvestre as most 
worthy of admiration, and whilst her hus- 
band went into raptures at the familiar sight 
of almond trees in blossom, she stooped 
down and gathered a waxy lettuce leaf 
tenderly." 
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'* Ah !" she ejaculated aloud, " how often 
bas hunger been 'stayed by thee, thou 
friendly little leaf 1 Nature is kind, and 
sends her fruits, like sisters of charity, amông 
the needy and suffering." 

And she munched itfor old acquaintance- 
sake. They were next led to the poultry 
yard, which was noisy, fluffy, démocratie 
with the teeming life of June. Not that the 
deraocracy of an amateur's plurap, pampered 
Cochin China and bantaras at ail resembles 
the demoeracy of the barn-door Dorking and 
the dung-hill cock ; where every one gets 
plenty, no one need pick out his neighbour's 
eyes for a grain of barley. But the mono- 
tony of feathered existence would be un- 
bearable without a good round fight now 
and then. The best of hen mothers are 
eavagely jealous of their neighbours'oflfepring, 
and peck at any stray chick or duckling out 
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of sheer malice : the bantarn cock who bas 
been bred and born in an atmosphère of 
peace, will stand on tip-toe, puff out his 
feathers, and make an assault on his brother 
bantam when the humour seizes him ; and 
the beautiful glossj^ grey guinea-fowls — ap- 
parently the Quakers of the animal world — 
glory in onslaught, blood, and battle. 

Then they were taken to the neathouse to 
see the cows — happy cows — that were crop- 
ping the thick grass of Ingaretha's pastures 
ail day long, except at milking tirae. How 
fat, how clean, how intelligent they looked ! 
Madame Gay, who remerabered with pangs 
the poor, lean, dejected beasts they had 
been compelled to kill and eat in Africa, 
apostrophised thèse privileged sisters almost 
reproachfuUy. 

" Dost thou reraember our poor Marie, 
our Pépita, our Cosette ?" she said to her 
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husband. " When we went to them for 
the milk they could not bestow, they looked 
pitiful as starving mothers on their suck- 
ing babes, — the dear, patient, unhappy 
créatures !" 

After the neathouse much remained to be 
seen : the dairy with its raarble slabs, its 
bright crimson jars full of golden cream 
awaiting to be churned ; its milk-troughs, • 
lakelets of fresh railk on whose surface the 
cream was gathering; its red-brick floors 
kept wet and shiny as the pavement of an 
impérial bath ; its churns of newest fashion ; 
its fanciful array of butter and cheese 
moulds in clean white wood. And after that 
there were the stables, the dog-kennels, and 
the laundry to see, and many other appur- 
tenances of a well-kept country-house, equal- 
ly new and delightful to them. 

Monsieur Sylvestre was in raptures. 
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Though an Englishman by birth, and only 
adhering to a French appellative out of re- 
spect to his French wife, it was so long since 
he had been in his native country that he 
had alraost forgotten its doraestic luxuries. 
What was new to her was equally new to 
him. What moved her to tears and retro- 
spection, moved him to joy and castle- 
building. He enjoyed and dreamed, she en- 
joyed and remembered. 

By-and-by, what with the bright sunshine, 
the abundant ease, and the number of new 
impressions, he grew drowsy, and finally fell 
asleep in a seductive summer-house. Ma- 
dame Sylvestre trotted in-doors, brought 
out a well-worn plaid, which she carefully 
bestowed upon his shoulders, fearing that 
he might take a chill in the terrible English 
climate, of which she had heard so much, 
and then set out for a walk. 
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She did not stroll hither and thither like 
an ordinary loiterer, but kept to the straight 
road leading to St. Beowulf s Bury. It 
was a hot, dusty, drowsy afternoon, and 
she rested every now and then, sheltering 
herself under her queer old yellowish 
green umbrella, and making a fan of a large 
dock leaf. St. Beowulfs was four miles 
from Culpho, which she knew well enough, 
as she had made the journey the night be- 
fore. Four miles were not appalling, how- 
ever, to so tried a pedestrian. Though long 
past middle âge, she walked steadily, and at 
times quickly, reaching St. Beowulfs as the 
farmers were beginning to corne home from 
market; some in trim dog-carts, some in 
low pony-phaetons, a few only in old-fashion- 
ed gigs. The prosperity of every one be- 
wildered her. Even the labourers' wives, 
returning with heavily-laden baskets, wore 



Digitized by 



Google 



96 THE SYLVESTRES. 

Smart bonnets and gowns. Was there no 
poverty in this happy England ? 

She trudged on, looking to the good 
country people a scarecrow indeed, what 
with her broad-brimmed, strong straw hat 
tied under her chin, her foreign umbrella, 
her oddly-fashioned garments, her home- 
made shoes. Then two rude little rustics, 
keeping off rooks, cried through the hedge, 
" There goes Madame Guy Faux !" and some 
of the woraen stared and made faces at each 
other ; but she only said " Bon jour," taking 
the ill-mannered criticisra in good part. 
The quiet beauty of the old town, of which 
one might say now as was said by Leland 
three centuries ago — "The sun hath not 
shone on a town more delightfuUy situated" 
— delighted her. The little river Larke 
winds amid the flower-gardens that encircle 
what was once the villa of Beodoric, who 
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bequeathed it to Edraund the Martyr. 
Around are softly undulating fields and 
pastures, amid which rise in sombre majesty 
the ancient gateway and tower, reraains of 
what was once so large a monastery as to be 
called a town. 

The stately old gateway, the vast ruins of 
the Bénédictine Abbey, enclosing a fairy-like 
little lake and garden, the noble church, 
with its graveyard running alongside the 
river, ail thèse made up, if not an imposing, 
a picture pleasant to dwell on. The grave- 
yard was the favourite promenade of the 
St. Beowulfians, and no wonder. Shadowed 
by lime trees, bordered with flowers and 
evergreens, fresh, cool, and quiet always, 
people came hither to read books.beside the 
ruin, ta make love in the alleys, and to dis- 
cuss serions questions under the church 
porch. Seats were abundant, and Madame 
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Sylvestre, feeling at last weary, sat down and 
fell fast asleep. When she awoke the after- 
noon was drawing to a close, and she had to 
bestir herself to accomplish her errand. 
After many rebuffs, she obtained permission 
to give French lessons in the family of a 
small confectioner, at the rate of a shilling 
an hour and as much refreshment in the 
shape of halfpenny buns as she desired. 
This at least was a step. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

CLERICAL LOVE-MAKING. 

TTTHAT with his concern for her spiritual 
^ ^ and temporal welfare, the rector got 
little sleep on the night foUowing Ingaretha's 
garden party. First, the apparition of the 
shabby foreigners disturbed him, and he 
saw foUowing in their train a nimble host of 
bright sovereigns and bank-notes that had 
been bewitched out of Ingaretha's pocket. 
He turned his head on the pillow, and lo ! 
matters were not mended in the least, for 
now he saw Ingaretha plucking her roses 
for Carew when no one else was by, and 
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Carew caught a stray lock of her beautiful 
hair and kissed it, she smiling gravely, but 
without affront. The rector, dreaming ail 
this, and waxing more impatient than be- 
hoved a man of his calling, seized a pillow, 
gave it a violent shake, as much as if lie 
thdught the evil spirits would tumble ont, 
and once more laid down his head. But 
the evil spirits seemed more lively than ever, 
and leagued hand and glove against him. 
He fancied himself a véritable hailstorm of 
roses, overwhelmed by pièces of money, 
bank-notes, blue ribbons ; wry faces were 
made at him by no heads in particular ; In- 
garetha and Carew paid not the least atten- 
tion to his troubles, but swam lazily among 
the water-lilies ; at last the foreigners, in 
their waltz, pushed him clean into the water, 
with which crowning agony he awoke. 
To go to sleep again under such circum- 
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stances would hâve been foUy, and the rec- 
tor, haviug dosed bimself with the first 
thing in the shape of medicine that came 
handy, put on his dressing-gown and began 
to Write. He always wrote out any im- 
portant speech he should hâve to make in 
the course of the day beforehand, reconnoi- 
tring his forces much after the fashion of an 
anxious gênerai, placing a phalanx of argu- 
ments in the van, lighter metaphors and 
airy hopes to arm weak places, and the 
invincible artillery of theological dicta in 
the rear. Now, it raust be admitted that 
niaking love to a beautiful woman, and 
waging war against an aggressive Dissenter, 
are not quite the same thing ; and the rec- 
tor had not corne out of the latter kind of 
warfare with such flying colours as to warrant 
any very rapturous results from the former. 
But his cause was good, and his adversary 
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was a woman, one of the " weaker vessels," 
in the language of the Church. , He plumed 
himself vastly on belonging to the nobler 
order of created beings, namely, man, and 
the noblest order of social beings, namely, 
parsons. Carew certainly possessed the first 
privilège, but he was a poor créature, even 
according to Ingaretha's own showing : a 
dawdler, a dreamer, a writer of verses ! 

So the rector's pen flew over the paper, 
and the light veil of the summer night was 
drawn from the earth, and the thrushes be- 
gan their rehearsal in his little garden ère 
he had done. He felt drowsy after such 
severo intellectual exertion, and putting the 
manuscript under his pillow, slept the sweet 
sleep of that incomparable anodyne, self- 
convicted sageness, for upwards of three 
hours. Refreshed and hopeful, he awoke. 
When breakfast was over, and the sermon 
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for the following Sunday partly written, he 
walked abouthis fruit-garden, notes in hand, 
culling sweets of his own wisdom and the 
sweets of his own cherry-trees alternately. 
First a cherry, big, blood-coloured, dewy, 
was pdpped into the rector's mouth ; next 
an argument, rounded, unctuous, délectable, 
was lodged, as he fondly hoped, in the re- 
cesses of Ingaretha's understanding. 

The lesson fairly learned and the mid- 
day meal of corned beef and cabbage dis- 
patched, he set ont on a round of parish 
visits, intending to take Ingaretha by storm 
on his way home. Having administered a 
severe reprimand to the mother of some 
Sunday-school children who had sent them 
to church with long curls and blue hat-rib- 
bons, reminded a récalcitrant tithe-payer that 
the half-yearly sum of five shillings and 
fourpence farthing was somewhat overdue. 
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and lectured a parishioner upon his non-ap- 
pearance at church, he betook himself to the 
Abbey. 

As luck would hâve it, the lady chanced 
to be alone. On* his way through the hall 
he heard little snatches of song, and found 
her at the piano turning over the leaves of 
a music book. 

"If you are a magician," she said, 
" charm Monsieur Sylvestre into singing at 
church. What a congrégation you would 
soon hâve !" 

" Has he a very good voice ?" asked the 
rector, half piqued, half inquisitive. 

" Of an angel. Just that and no more," 
and Ingaretha made the most bewitching 
little gesture of admiration, adding, " And 
if he is almost an angel, Madame Sylvestre 
is one quite." 

The conversation was turning upon the 
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very subject the rector had promised to treat 
so eloquently. To warn her of thèse people, 
to,exhort her to prudence in' dealing with 
them, to point out to her the conséquences 
of harbouring atheists, freethinkers, social 
vagabonds — who could tell what else ? — in 
the parish ; then to open his arms and 
beg her there to seek safety and refuge for 
evermore. This was his programme. He 
began part the first. 

" Are you quite sure, ray dear Miss Mea- 
dowcourt — and being the parish priest, I 
speak as one having authority — are you 
quite sure that in such evil days of hetero- 
dox teaching and lax theology, you are act- 
ing discreetly wherl you invite foreigners, 
perhaps unbelievers, to take up their abode 
hère?" 

The misguided little sparrows, you see, 
had been telling taies to the rector. 
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Ingaretha resigned herself to a quarrel, 
sighing good-naturedly. 

" You said'along time agothat you would 
not talk to me about heterodoxy any more. 
I never quite understand what you mean 
by it. As to thèse dear friends of mine, the 
Sylvestres, they hâve had little else but 
hardship and misfortune ail their lives, and 
I certainly shall offer them a refuge now. 
Not to do so would be to outrage the very 
doctrine of charity you so often preach 
about." 

" But I preach about faith too," cried the 
rector briskly. '' Where you cannot under- 
stand, hâve faith. I ara your sincère friend, 
and if you were in the habit of submitting 
your judgment to mine when perplexed and 
divided between two minds, I feel sure the 
resuit would be satisfactory." 

'^ To whom ?" asked Ingaretha wickedly. 
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*' The Sunday before last you said ' The wise 
woman buildeth her house/ and does not 
that text apply to me too ? I try heartily 
to build my house — in other words, to make 
the best of my life." 

" Ah, you are ensnared by the self-confi- 
dence of youth ! Dear young lady, be 
warned by me. It is not so easy for a 
young person to manage spiritual and tem- 
poral afiairs, single-handed, and especially 
amid the temptations that beset your sex. 
People will fawn upon you and flatter you, 
and get as much out of you as they can. 
They will do what is a hundredfold worse, 
beguile you into ail kinds of dangerous 
doctrines and seductive théories. I see but 
.too well that the tendency of your mind is 
to venture ahead of riper expérience, and 
to act independently of older counsel. Take 
refuge in an affection that is not so extrava- 
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gant as to mislead, and not so prétentions 
as to inspire mistrust." 

He was about to add " Marry me/' 
when she, divining the climax, interrupted 
him. 

" I do try to do my duty, but I cannot 
do it after the apologetic fashion you hold 
so commendable in women. I own my 
shortcomings ; though," she added quickly, 
" I do not recognise your authority to cor- 
rect them." 

" I am willing to take you with ail your 
faults," said the rector touchingly. 

" But I am un willing to take you with ail 
your virtues. For once and for ail, let me 
speak out my mind. I could not marry 
you, Mr. Whitelock." 

She rose in her impatience and walked 
from window to window, faiii to escape, but 
loth to offend. The rector dwelt at length 
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and in a monotonous voice on the tempta- 
tions and dangers to which she was sure to 
expose herself if she selected no clérical 
staff to lean upon in early life. Impostors 
would single her out and make a tool of 
her. Unbelievers would ensnare and be- 
witch her for their own wicked purposes. 
From both a worldly and a spiritual point 
of view she would be as a sheep having no 
shepherd, and what a shepherd lay at her 
feet ! Ingaretha smiled and yawned behind 
her beautiful white hand. He was too 
good-natured to make her angry, and too 
much of a friend to be sent away cavalierly. 
Tea occurred as a happy thought, and 
of this the rector partook with eagerness. 
So much talking had raade him thirsty. 
She heaped his plate with strawberries, 
once, twice, thrice, before he made a 
feeble remonstrance. It was very pleasant 
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to have her so kind to him, but what a 
heavenly pleasure it would be to take 
tea with her every day, and to have the 
right to bring down that proud spirit ! 
A little masculine rule was ail she needed 
to make her perfect in the eyes of man ; 
a little theological rule to make her per- 
fect in the eyes of angels. She refused 
both chances of perfectibility and his own 
homage into the bargain. Inconséquence of 
women ! 

• " How good thèse strawberries are !" she 
cried, smacking her lips with childish enjoy- 
ment. 

"Excellent, indeed!" 

" Let us enter into a compact not to quar- 
rel any more frora this time henceforth and 
for ever." 

" It is my désire to live at peace with ail 
men," replied the rector, " though the 
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plain-speaking required of a priest ofttimes 
gives offence when no offence is meant. 
When I speak of your faults, for in- 
stance" 

" Miss Tngaretha's faults !" said the sweet 
voice of Monsieur Sylvestre at an open 
window. " Oh ! physician, first make 
thyself whole, and then presoribe for 
others." 

The rector turned very red, and rose from 
his seat, not knowing what to do. Ingaretha 
put her hand in Monsieur Sylvestre's arm 
with an affectionate smile and drew him to 
the tea-table. 

With that suave dignity which accepts 
homage more as a right than as a privilège, 
the old man let her minister to him and 
adore him. The rector saw at once how 
matters stood. He made his adieux, awk- 
wardly and in haste, feeling that he had no 
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place araong thèse enthusiasts. They used 
a language with which he was not familiar. 
They lived in a world as far removed from 
him as Capricorn from Cancer. He walked 
slowly homeward, looking back on the fine 
old Abbey, and the beautiful old trees, and 
the little river, with wistful though unlover- 
like sighs. He adraired Ingaretha. He 
sadly wanted her to hand over the steward- 
ship of her acres, and of her soûl into the 
bargain, to him. It was very hard that 
women should hâve wills of their own, and 
he looked forward to féminine submission as 
one of the most désirable attributes of a 
millennium, should a millennium be decreed 
upon earth. 

Freed from his company, Ingaretha and 
her guest were like singing-birds escaped 
out of a cage. They laughed, they talked, 
they sang. How éloquent he was, how 
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witty, how inspiring ! How lovely was she, 
how sweet and good ! 

AU the mellow wisdom was brought out 
of him, ail the sparkling vivacity out of her. 
They were as much in love with each other 
as the earth is in love with the spring. His 
beautiful old âge moved, transported, exalt- 
ed her, whilst the freshness and gaiety of her 
youth filled his soûl with delight. Their 
intercourse, compared with the frigid inter- 
course of every-day society, was as tropical 
verdure to wastes of sand, every step re- 
vealing new colours and new enchantments. 
When Madame Sylvestre came in, dusty and 
footsore, she found them discussing the Ar- 
cadia that was to be, namely, her husband's 
little farm, which was ploughed, sowed, and 
reaped ère any practical difficulties recurred 
to his mind. 

" My banks shall be planted with straw- 
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berries, and my pillows shall be stuffed with 
thistledown," he said. " Nothing shall run 
to waste, and nothing shall bring forth less 
abundantly than gênerons nature bids. Eu- 
phrosyne shall hâve a cow to tend (may the 
spirit of one of her lost benefactors animate 
it !), a pig, and some poultry, whilst I sow 
my corn and till my ground, happy as a king." 

" But we must get the money first. I 
hâve already found pupils, and by dint of 
economy we may achieve a lîttle capital." 

'' Oh ! Madame Sylvestre," said Ingaretha 
reproachfuUy, " hâve I not money enough 
and to spare ? At least, let an old friend do 
you that paltry service." 

" We will put off talking of loans till to- 
morrow," Monsieur Sylvestre said, blithe as 
ever. " I readily admit to Miss Ingaretha 
that we arrived hère destitute of worldly 
possessions, though rich in memories and 
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hope." He turned out his empty pockets 
with the naïveté of a schoolboy, and added, 
" What is wealth material to wealth intel- 
lectual? Our dear hostess knows well 
enough that we are millionaires in a spiritual, 
if paupers in a worldly, point of view. Let 
us not be ungrateful, but accept the welcome 
things she gives us,^ pressing upon her our 
very best in return." 

'* You can give me so much," Ingaretha 
answered, holding out a hand to each. 
"Howlonely I was till you came! How 
unloved and .uncared for 1 If you will stay 
with me, and love me, and help me, you 
will repay a hundredfold any poor kind- 
nesses of mine." 

There was such unspeakable appeal and 
trust in her eyes, that they stooped to kiss 
her, answering her that way. The compad; 
sealed, ail talk of business was put aside for 
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the rest of the day, and they gave themselves 
up to enjoyment. Monsieur Sylvestre had 
a voice of rare power and sweetness, and 
with Ingaretha for accompanyist was content 
to sing for hours. They were equally con- 
tent to listen. Melody after melody of the 
divine Schubert gave wings to the balmy 
hours. When the dinner came, which, with 
its flowers and shining silver services and 
choice méats, seemed a daily banquet to the 
wanderers, a calm had fallen on the spirits 
of ail three. Ingaretha forgot the love that 
troubled, and the friendship, under the guise 
of love, that intermeddled. The life she 
had chosen for herself, half in fear and 
trembling, half in aspiration and faith, seemed 
no longer arid, isolated, narrow. Hère, at 
least, she had two friends on whose affec- 
tion she could rely — not friends, it is true, of 
a decade's standing, much less was their 
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friendship an inherited treasure, like pearls, 
family ' portraits, gold épargnes. But it is 
with friendship as with love. For a long 
time Life has droned and drowsed like the 
sleeping princess in the fairy taie, and, lo 1 on 
a sudden the voice of the enchanter breaks 
the spell. Monotony vanishes, stagnation 
breaks up into rainbow colours and golden 
light; the sound of the welcome voice is 
foUowed by a thousand echoes sweet as itself. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

A BOMANTIC ADVENTURB. 

Il TES. MINIFIE took her carnage airing 
^^^ as regularly as an empress or state 
duenna. At two o'clock her cumbersome 
old hooded phaeton and sandy-coloured 
horse, as clumsy about the pasterns as his 
mistress about the ankles, would be led to 
the front door by Jabez the coachman. 
Whilst Smiler amused himself with a mouth- 
ful of clover stolen on the way, Jabez pro- 
ceeded to put on his best hat and œat. First 
he fumbled laboriously for one armhole till 
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he grew purple in the face, then he went on 
a voyage of discovery for the other. Tho 
second being found, he set his teeth and be- 
gan to shake himself, as if in a cataleptic fit. 
Having fairly wriggled into the coat, there 
remained the hat to be brushed, put on, 
taken off, brushed again, and readjusted, till 
the right médium was obtained. Then he 
dozed quietly till his mistress's appearance 
would be heralded by a succession of bun- 
dles which were thrown into the carriage 
one by one ; after awhile Mrs. Minifie de- 
scended slowly. 

Mr. Minifie chuckled behind his apple 
trees as he saw his wife get in, stockings 
down, bonnet awry, finger-ends of her gloves 
hanging down like claws of the plesiosaurus, 
one scarf tied round her throat as if it were 
the ribbon of the Légion of Honour, another 
worn loosely like a nun's rosary, a black 
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lace sleeve on one arm, a white lace sleeve 
on the other, and unaccountable tags, bobs, 
and tassels flying in ail directions. As 
Jabez drove off, Mr. Minifie would whistle 
to himself, as much as to say, "What a 
trap ! What a scarecrow inside 1 What a 
turn-out !" 

But Mrs. Minifie, though not insensible to 
her husband's sneers, felt happier upon thèse 
occasions than upon any other. Nature has 
no poor relations, and welcomes alike the 
noble and the insignificant ; the birds sang 
and the wild-flowers blossomed for Mrs. 
Minifie as much as for the most beautiful 
soûl going, and she had soûl enough to re- 
joice in them. As she drove through the 
shady Suffolk lanes, a thousand things 
pleased, soothed, and exhilarated her. The 
common sunshine was something ; and as she 
drove along, friendly faces of cottagers' wives 
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nodded from their gardens, and little flaxen- 
haired chiidren ran out to open gâtes for her, 
knowing well enough that they would re- 
ceive a halfpenny and a smile. The prettiest 
received a penny and two smiles, but as the 
reason of this partiality was unknown, no 
angry feelings came into play. 

Smiler had an awkward habit of going 
down on his knees when he happened to 
feel lazy, and Jabez happened to doze, 
which was pretty often. There were no 
hills to speak of for miles round, but just as 
a thief will steal without really fine oppor- 
tunities, so Smiler would stumble upon the 
smallest provocation. The accident had oc- 
curred a hundred times, and yet it always 
created a certain amount of excitement ; for, 
if a thing of beauty is a joy for ever, much 
more is a thing of comedy ! And to see 
Smiler go down and the large, wild figure 
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of Mrs. Minifie go up, never grew a stale 
pleasure to the people of Peasemarsh. Mrs. 
Minifie's person, like the Cumean Sibyl, 
seemed to grow larger and larger under the 
influence of her agitation. Her unwieldy 
figure swelled and swelled till the capacious 
carnage was more than fuU. Her flossy, 
barley-coloured hair fell about her shoulders 
in trebled, quadrupled bulk, like that of the 
shock-headed Aissouïa Arab, when invoking 
the Djinns in his horrible dance. She 
stretched out her hands, she shouted, gesti- 
culated, apostrophised, but from those em- 
pyrean heights no chivalrous St. Beowulfian 
had as yet delivered her. Appeal as she 
might, she knew well enough there was no- 
thing to do but wait till Sniiler was on his 
legs again, and Jabez restored to self-pos- 
session. 

This day, however, as the stereotyped 
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accident occurred, and half-a-dozen plough- 
men and boys were looking on, open-mouth- 
ed — in this Bœotia one might fancy the 
brain was situated in the stomach, so invari- 
ably do people open their mouths when try- 
ing to receive a new idea — Monsieur Syl- 
vestre happened to pass that way. Never 
was mediaeval damsel more gallantly rescued 
by noble knight than Mrs. Minifie by him. 
To scale the précipitons sides of the fortress- 
like carriage, to bear Mrs. Minifie safely to 
the ground, to soothe and inspirit her with 
a few tender phrases, to chide the apathy of 
the lookers-on, was the work of moments 
only# In the twinkling of an eye the aspect 
of the whole affair was changed. The 
bacon-eating bystanders crept away crest- 
fallen, one even approached to offer a help- 
ing hand, Jabez bestirred himself with un- 
wonted activity, even Smiler looked repent- 
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ant. Mrs. Minifie was transformed, not only 
into a victim, but a heroine. 

"Madame must rest awhile before pro- 
œeding on her journey," said Monsieur Syl- 
vestre, with solicitude. " Madame will 
allow me to accompany her to the first 
neighbouring place that offers ? Adjust the 
harness and follow us/' he added to Jabez, 
waving his hand ; then arm-in-arm, the 
rescuer and the rescued betook themselves 
to the curate's house, which was close 
by. 

" What msensibility ! — ^what gross selfish- 
ness !" he said, his sweet silvery voice and 
pathetic enunciation charming Mrs. Minifie 
as she had not been charmed for many a 
long year. " It is painful to see how seldom 
people care to exercise their best qualifies. 
Every one of those peasants possesses a 
divine spark, yet because it has never been 
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fanned into a flame, they remain duUards 
and egotists ail the days of their lives/' 

*' Oh ! poor things 1 they are so ignorant, 
you know," Mrs. Minifie made answer. 
" They are too stupid to help a œw if it 
falls into the ditch." 

" Why not teach them, dear lady? Is it 
not acknowledged to be the mission of wo- 
men to enlighten by their instincts, inspire 
by their beauty, soften by their grâce? 
You are a woman, and you despair of the 
progress of the world! Rather put your 
hand to the plough, and do your part to 
further it." 

" I do what I can," answered Mrs. Mini- 
fie, flushing and stammering like a girl of 
sixteen. " I spend three pounds a year in 
homœopathic medicines, and as much again 
in tracts and hymn-books." 

Monsieur Sylvestre shook his head. 
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"Theology should be given in homœo- 
pathic doses, and physic not at ail. Touch 
their intellects through their affections. A 
dozen preiujc chevaliers would hâve rushed to 
the rescue just now, had the imagination of 
thèse poor créatures been a little cultivated. 
Oh ! blindness of theological teachers, who 
make star-gazers of the multitude, and heed 
not the scratches and bespatterings they get 
in stumbling over thorny places 1" 

The curate's house was now reached, a 
poetic-looking thatched house, covered with 
lovely roses, and having a delightfuUy old- 
fashioned and productive garden. Fruitful it 
could not be called, since, what with the 
children and the blackbirds, cherries vanish- 
ed when red on one side only, potatoes were 
pulled up when no bigger than walnuts, 
apple-trees were stripped long before neigh- 
bouring orchards reached their fulness of red 
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and crimson glory, a locust-like dévastation 
going on ail the year round. 

At the click of the gâte, a wild untidy 
little crew rushed out to greet Mrs, Minifie 
and her companions ; Sammie, a sharp prac- 
tical little man of seven ; Sabina, œmmonly 
called Bina, a large-eyed, anxious-looking 
girl of six ; Pennie, a roUicking monkey of 
five ; and two other toddlers possessed of 
no strongly-developed characteristics, except 
a capadty for demolishing peppermints. Ail 
the curate's children had the curions look 
of mixed babyishness and precocity about 
thera seen in young owls at that stage of 
their existence when they are ail fluff, eyes, 
and beak. Sammie, Bina, and Pennie were 
mère babies as yet, but prématuré expéri- 
ence of the troubles of life had sharpened 
their little faces and given unnatural acute- 
ness to their eyes. 
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"Myl" cried Sammie, '*Miss Meadow- 
court is hère, and has brought us cake, and 
you hâve brought us gingerbread ; won't it 
be funny ? Cake and gingerbread both in 
one day 1" 

And he put his hands into his pockets and 
danced before Mrs. Minifie ecstatically in- 
quisitive. Bina tried to draw him away, 
whispering that such conduct was ungentle- 
manly. Pennie got her rosy mouth ready 
for a kiss, and seemed delighted at the pro- 
spect of so much Company. 

In the little breakfast-parlour opening on 
to the garden, sat Amy Greenfield, the 
curate's wife, with her baby in her lap, and 
Ingaretha at her side, drinking tea. 

"Naughty children," said Mrs. Green- 
field, rising to greet her visitors, " to leave 
the tea-table when we hâve company 1 Bina 
and Sammie, take your bread and treacle 
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to the window, and let Mrs. Minifie and the 
gentleman hâve your seatsV' 

Bina obeyed, and having fetched clean 
cups, and wiped away crurabs and treacle 
drops with her little hoUand apron, motion- 
ed the new-comers to sit down. Ingaretha 
introduced her guest. Mrs. Greenfield, a 
pretty, careworn, young woman, who loved 
Company, and often accused herself of 
wickedness because she could not feel recon- 
ciled to her pinched, noisy, hand-to-mouth 
life, felt at home with Monsieur Sylvestre 
in a moment. The baby — a most sociable 
baby — crowed and kicked and entertained 
the Company with ail her might ; Mrs. Mini- 
fie did her part ; Monsieur Sylvestre narrat- 
ed ail kinds of interesting things. Never 
had there been such a merry tea in the 
curate's squalid house. Ail on a sudden 
Mrs. Greenfield called out to Bina — 
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" Bina, I am sure papa must hâve œme 
back from the village. Go and tell him we 
hâve visitors." 

After a long time Bina came back, and, 
creeping up to her mother, whispered loudly 
in her ear — 

" Papa is corne back, and papa is in the 
study; but he won't corne in till theyre 
gone, he says." 

*'Hush!" Amy said, blushing painfully, 
for she knew well enough why her husband 
would not corne in. His clothes were 
threadbare and patched, and Sunday suits 
had been foregone luxuries for years past. 
As the talk grew more and more sparkling — 
for Monsieur Sylvestre never talked down to 
his audience, but rather lifted them into the 
airy heights and golden sphères in which his 
fancy dwelt both on working days and festi- 
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vais — she blamed him for letting pride 
stand in the way of so much enjoyment 
First, her visiter related a tragic, then a 
œmic adventure, and at last stood up and 
recited moving passages from Alfred de 
Musset, Béranger, and the Socialist singers 
of Modem France. Mrs. Minifie, whose 
French did not extend beyond the first 
dozen of the phrases in Murray's Traveller s 
Talk, wept copiously nevertheless. Ingare- 
tha listened with a smile, having been let 
into the secret of her old friend s vanity long 
ago. Amy*s eyes sparkled and her cheeks 
glowed at the unwonted excitera ent. The 
children did not make much noise till ail 
the cake was done. At last the party broke 
up, and then the curate emerged from his 
hiding-place, tired, impatient, parched with 
thirst. Pennie and one of the younger 
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children ran up to him and caught hold of 
his hands. 

" Oh ! papa, we hâve had such a cake ! 
But it's ail gone ; poor papa, to hâve no 
cake!" 

He let go the sticky little Angers and sat 
down, looking ruefuUy at the besmeared 
deal table, the blackened crust of the home- 
made loaf, sole remainder of the feast, the 
rows of little tin mugs, the teapot handle 
mended with string, the poverty-stricken as- 
pect of everything. 

" Bina, go and see if there is any milk left 
in the pail, and if not, ask Keziah to try 
and get a little more froni the cow. There 
is some tea, though rather weak," Amy 
added, pouring out a cup of pale brown 
fluid, into which baby straightway mis- 
chievously thrust her little red foot, tuming 
it over. 
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'' Oh ! never rnind," groaned the curate. 
" Give me some water." 

But Aray put the baby into his arms, poked 
up the kitchen fire, laid a few sticks between 
the bars, and by-and-by the kettle began to 
sing. She searched in the cupboards and 
found a loaf of bread and a fragment of but- 
ter. Bearing thèse and the kettle triumph- 
antly to the dining-room, she sat down 
again. 

" Miss Meadowcourt has invited us ail to 
go and see her to-morrow," she said. 

" Well, what of that?" asked the curate. 

" Why should we not go ? We are to 
hâve music — which you are very fond of," 
Amy answered, soothingly. 

*' As well give tarts to starving beggars as 
music to us," the curate rejoined, in the same 
bitter tone. " Who wants a finer voice 
than your own ? Jout from want of a piano, 
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you have forgotten how to sing. No, Amy, 
go to the rich people as much as you like, 
but don't ask me to go with you. I wasn't 
born to be a beggar, and I can't take up the 
rôle with a good grâce now." 

But Amy's heart was set upon going, and, 
of course, Amy had her way. The children 
shrieked at the bare notion of giving up the 
promised treat ; the baby, as if leaguing 
with them, had a pathetic attack of spasms ; 
the whole house echoed with juvénile weep- 
ing and waiHng. No wonder that the 
curate, tired as he was, rushed out of doors. 
He had corne home sick to death of the 
parish and parish work. It was only a 
shade less wearing than the kind of récréa- 
tion to be had at home. He read to a 
couple of bed-ridden old women whose 
cottages happened to lie handy, then sat in 
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a shady corner of the churchyard reading a 
stale Times the rector had lent hira, till it 
grew dusk. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE RICH SENT EMPTY AWAY. 

T NGARETHA was certainly playing the de- 
-*- mocrat with a vengeance. She had said 
to herself in settling down at the Abbey that 
she would dispense hospitality rather ac- 
cording to people's déserts than according 
to their expectations. The resuit of such a 
practice was to scandalize the few and to 
delight the many. That the mighty should 
be put down from their seat, and the humble 
and meek exalted, though a simple interpré- 
tation enough of scriptural phrase, was quite 
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out of keeping with the existing order of 
things, and not to the taste of the mighty. 
So, when carriage after carriage deposited its 
burden of silk, feathers, and lace on Inga- 
retha's lawn, and she emerged from a 
shabby little group to do the honours, great 
was the discomtiture of the new-comers. 
For there was Madame Sylvestre in the 
broad-brimmed brown straw hat tied under 
the chin, and Monsieur Sylvestre in his 
almost Harlequin habiliments, and Mrs. 
Greenfield in a muslin gown not fit for a 
housemaid, and Bina and Sam mie, of whose 
toilettes it could only be said that they were 
for once clean. What cared they, happy 
little soûls, whether they were tatterdemalion 
or no ? Childhood is essentially communistic. 
"Voir, c'est avoir," sings Béranger. This 
smooth lawn, the sumptuously-spread tea- 
table, thèse glades, thèse tame swans, the 
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aviaries, seemed as much their property as 
Ingaretha's. Haad in hand they explored, 
prattled, moralised, and, like sly little birds, 
plucked a flower or strawberry when they 
found themselves unheeded. The kind 
lady who possessed such beautiful things, 
and lavished her beautiful things on others, 
was like a fairy godmother to the poor 
curate's little ones. 

"I say, Bina," said Sammie confiden- 
tially, " when I am big, and wear a coat, 
would Miss Meadowcourt marry me, do you 
think? Wouldn't it be nice to be hère 
every day ?" 

Bina thought and thought. 

" No, Sammie, dear," she said authorita- 
tively, " Miss Meadowcourt wouldn't marry 
you, because you make too much noise, and 
delight in teazing the poor frogs. And 
then, how you run up and down stairs with 
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your dirty boots on I I am sure Miss 
Meadowcourt would never put up with 
that." 

'* But how nice it would be ! Just look 
at that cherry tree, and Miss Meadowcourt 
bas dozens. Don't I wish I were a black- 
bird !" 

" And never learn any catecbisrn ? Fie," 
retorted Bina. " You may well repeat 
the text about the heathen imagining a 
vain thing. If we were blackbirds we 
should not hâve such dear babies to play 
with." 

" And no screamings, though," cried 
Sammie, putting bis hands in his pockets, 
and rattling his marbles. " That would be 

jolly!" 

The little people thought a summer day 
had never before been so long, so beautiful, 
and 80 happy. There were places to play 
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in without number ; there was a kind and 
ingénions young gardener — as good as a 
page in a fairy taie — who contrived swings, 
see-saws, and otjier delights for them. There 
was a pretty little coït, and a pair of sweet- 
terapered, silky-coated grey donkeys, and 
wonderful peacocks. And when they had 
seen ail this, there yet remained a long 
time before going home ! 

A child's blissful day — who can describe 
its romance, its abounding never-to-be-for- 
gotten exhilarations ? Well would it be 
for us if we could retain your magnifying 
powers, wise, childish hearts ! Your 
joys, like little stars viewed through a téle- 
scope, turn suddenly into big round moons ; 
filmy tracks of light become, as if by magie, 
stately phalanxes of silveryorbs; and the 
big moons and phalanxes are remembered 
only, and not the little stars and filmy tracks. 
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Bina and Sammie felt themselvestransformed 
into the hero and heroine of a story-book. 
Young as they were, they had experienced 
hardships enough, and to be fêted was as 
novel to them as it was delightful. Hère, 
at least, Ingaretha's policy of feasting 
Lazarus and letting Dives starve, answered 
admirably. 

Meantime, mixed tragedy and coraedy 
were being acted on the lawn. Carew, 
after trying vainly to get ten minutes tête-à- 
tête with his hostess — was ever hostess so 
bewitching as the lady of the Abbey to-day 
with her golden hair and dress of the colour 
of a wild hyacinth ? — took Madame Sylves- 
tre into his confidence. 

" I am going abroad in a week or two," 
he said, speaking French. " I give up hap- 
piness as a bad job," and then he laughed 
bitterly at his brutal way of putting it. 
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*' She values my love about as much as she 
values the friendship of thèse people." He 
inclined his head scornfully towards the 
crowd and went on, — " Oh, madame, you 
are my best friend, and hers too. Don t 
let her get into trouble. I would stay near 
her, but I cannot. I am eating my heart 
out." 

Madame Sylvestre looked at him wistful- 
ly with her large, unspeakably pathetic 
brown eyes. There was no need for her to 
say how much she suffered with and for 
him, and how gladly she would hâve taken 
his sorrow upon her own shoulders, had 
that been possible. This is the secret of 
real sympathy. He who would suffer for 
us, loves us indeed. "Wait for a happy 
chance, dear friend," she said tenderly. " I 
think it will come in time." 

He shook his head. 
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''Nay, we hâve had happy chances 
enough. Hâve we not travelled together, 
undergone hardships, even dangers, toge- 
ther ; seen, as it were, new worlds in each 
other's company ? Are you quite sure she 
does not care a little for our good comrade 
René ? She was always twice as kind to 
him as to me." 

'' Oh, impossible, monsieur. René is an 
angel, but as poor as a church-mouse, and 
Mademoiselle Ingaretha is a rich lady. 
It would be like a princess marrying a 
beggar." 

"Before the summer is out he will be 
hère." 

'' AU the more reason why you should 
stay," Madame Sylvestre answered, with 
womanly insinuation. " I love René as if 
he were my own son, but he must not 
marry Ingaretha. I wish my husband 
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would advise him to stay away from England 
on that account." 

Then, after some further talk about 
Carew's love-affair, they discussed Monsieur 
Sylvestre's plans. 

"Tell me," asked Madame Sylvestre 
eagerly, " may we expect two harvests a 
year hère as in our beautiful Algérie ?" 

"Dear madame," Carew answered, "I 
fear not ; but why disquiet yourself about 
the future? You know that anything I 
hâve is entirely at your service ?" 

" How can we so abuse the goodness of 
our friends ? But to go back to the farm- 
ing. If our kind Ingaretha lends us the 
money to take it with, could we repay the 
loan in a year's time?" 

*' Of farming I know less than you do, 
madame. Of one thing, however, I can 
assure you. There is another person who 
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will joyfuUy replace or repay your loan, 
whatever the crops raay be." 

He had been turning the matter of his 
promise to Ingaretha over in his mind, and 
could hit upon no better way of fulfiUing it 
than this. Yet no sooner were the words 
spoken, calling up a look of pain into Ma- 
dame Sylvestre's face, than he wished them 
unsaid, and blamed himself for such an off- 
hand, indolent way of doing kindnesses* 
How differently would Ingaretha hâve put itt 

" And there is another thing that makes 
me anxious," pursuedthe Frenchwoman, after 
thanking him painfuUy. " My husband will 
never rest till he is again concerting some 
socialist scheme or other, and how can he 
do that without conipromising our kind pro- 
tectors? Alas! my heart sinks within me 
when I contemplate the trouble we may 
bring upon you and upon her." 
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" For myself," Carew said soothingly, " I 
am utterly indiffèrent to the terror of being 
compromised, and I know Ingaretha — Miss 
Meadowcourt — would feel that she suffered 
in a good cause. If she cared for me half 
as much as she cares for Monsieur Sylves- 
tre and Socialisai, I should esteem myself 
happy indeed." 

''It is true that she loves him dearly, 
and has the most enlightened ideas ; but I 
look backwards and forwards in doubt and 
dismay. Can you wonder at it, knowing 
what you do ?" 

Just then an acquaintance of Mr. Carew's 
came up, and the tête-à-tête was at an end. 

She retired into a quiet corner, looking 
very sad. Of a proud spirit was Madame 
Sylvestre, and to live upon the perpétuai 
providence of affection seemed unendurable 
to her. Was the beautiful level friendship 
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of equals she so coveted a Utopian dream, 
never to be fulfiUed ? 

How she envied her husband's happy 
unconcern ! Whether his cruse of oil and 
his raeasure of meal were replenished by 
a miracle or by friendly hands, troubled hiin 
as little as the scantiness of both, There 
he stood in the midst of a group of new ad- 
mirers, eyes sparkling, cheeks flushed, head 
erect, charming the dull people of St. Beo- 
wulf s as easily and naturally as he had 
charmed his enthusiastic followers in the 
land of exile. What a noble figure was 
his, in spite of the threadbare habiliments ! 
Among ail présent none had so fine a bear- 
ing as he; and the poor woraan accused 
herself for having reproached him, however 
raeekly, the minute before. Did not that 
very inconséquence of character go far to 
make it the sweet and guileless and bewitch- 
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ing thing it was ? She wiped away tears of 
thankfulness at seeing him so happy. After 
ail, what mattered her own poor pride — 
pride forsooth 1 — and she a woman whose 
best years of life had been spent in idoliz- 
ing this manl For his sake she might 
surely eat uneomplainingly of the crumbs 
that fell from the rich man's table. 

During long years of out-door toil she 
had acquired a habit of dropping asleep 
whenever she found herself in a quiet 
place, and the summer-hoiise to which she 
had retired being screened from the gay 
lawn by a laurel hedge, she was soon 
dreaming like a child. The life of the last 
few weeks faded from her vision as coast- 
land from hastening sail. Once more she 
was in beautiful, treacherous Algérie. Once 
more she breathed the thyme^scented air 
of the Metidja, and gazed on the golden 
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and purplehills. Under the burning sun of the 
south, she toiled and rested with friendly fel- 
low-workers. There was René, the beautiful, 
the beloved, the éloquent, whose words, 
sweeter than honey and stronger than fire, 
intoxicated and inflamed the hearts of ail 
listeners ; there was his boon friend and 
adopted brother, Maddio, the ugly, the gay, 
the child at heart, and the lover and teacher 
of little children. There was Biaise, whom 
they thought dead — ^the raelancholy, tender- 
hearted, spiritual Biaise ; and ail were 
happy, for famine and pestilence and earth* 
quake had not corne. She murmured in 
her sleep as thèse visions flitted by, and 
half-woke herself once or twice. At last 
she was aroused in earnest. A familiar 
voice sounded in her ear, a well-known 
hand was laid on her arra. Looking up, 
she found herself between the two she had 
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just seen in her dreams, René and Maddio, 
and Ingaretha smiling, held a hand of 
each. 

Madame Sylvestre rose with outstretched 
hands and swimming eyes. The younger 
man kissed her hand. The elder saluted 
her, brother-like, on the cheek; then a 
voUey of questions and answers ensued. 
Whence had they corne? Where were 
they housed? How was this friend and 
that ? Was René quite cured of his fever, 
and Maddio of his rheumatism ? For a little 
Ingaretha left them. How Ingaretha's 
guests stared and tittered at the odd ap- 
pearance of the new-comers may be easily 
imagined. The advent of Monsieur and 
Madame Sylvestre had seemed queer enough, 
but the new apparitions were infinitely 
queerer. He whom they called Maddio, 
for instance, with his white cotton blouse, 
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broad-briramed straw hat, loose pantaloons, 
and round close-shorn head, was ever such 
a figure of fun ? Surely a runaway from 
some mad-house, said one or two, and pun- 
ned raercilessly upon the poor man's name. 
The younger and less peculiar-looking of the 
two might possibly be in his sensés, since his 
clothes were more after the fashion of other 
people ; but he was evidently as véritable a 
gipsy as the rest. He was, without doubt, 
extremely handsorae, the ladies said, though 
not tall enough. What a beautiful brown 
skin I What bewitching dark eyes ! What 
glossy curls 1 What a fine expression I 
Was he a lover of Miss Meadowcourt's? 

When the newly-arrived pair emerged 
from the summer-house, Ingaretha begged 
leave to introduce them to one or two of 
her friends, Signor Maddio, she said, was 
a distinguished naturalist, and a travelleir 



Digitized by 



Google 



152 THE SYLVESTRES. 

over ail parts of the world. Monsieur 
René was an author, and also a great lover 
and student of nature. Both, like Mon- 
sieur Sylvestre, were political exiles. Cer- 
tainly Maddio and René proved themselves 
adepts in the art of making themselves 
agreeable. St. Beowulf taste and St. 
Beowulf propriety were shocked, though 
St. Beowulf inquisitiveness was fairly arous- 
ed. People stayed and stayed till 
they œuld learn nothing more of the be- 
witching vagabonds the lady of the Abbey 
delighted to honour, then retumed home 
wondering what would happen in the way 
of scandai next. One thing seemed pretty 
certain — that if Ingaretha pursued this reck- 
less System of hospitality they should hâve 
to stay away from her house altogether. 
There were some eccentricitîes flesh and 
blood could not stand, and to be invited to 
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meet not only the curate's tatterdemalion 
wife and dirty children, but a host of tag- 
ragand-bob-tail political exiles, was one of 
thèse. The very name of exile had some- 
thing disreputable and portentous in the 
Sound of it, suggesting Lord George Gordon, 
No Popery riots, Smith O'Brien and cabbage- 
beds, &c. 

*' The truth is, my dear," said Mr. Staple- 
ton, an old country magistrate, to his wife 
as they drove home, " it ail comes of poor 
Meadowcourt taking his wife to hear the 
corn-law debates a few weeks before In- 
garetha was born. I told him what would 
happen." 

*' I suppose Mr. Meadowcourt was what 
you gentlemen call a Radical," asked meek 
Mrs. Stapleton. 

" A red republican. That's what he was ; 
and but for that, as good a fellow as ever 
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sat in the House," growled Mr. Stapleton; 
and the growl was followed by a snore. 

" Marama," demanded the youngest Miss 
Stapleton, who thought it would be as well 
to get up a little knowledge of politics be- 
fore having another conversation with that 
delightful Monsieur René, "who are Ra- 
dicals?" 

"The people who read penny papers, 
don't believe in eternal punishraent, and 
wear wideawake hats, I believe; but ask 
your papa. Thank God I was never brought 
up to hâve opinions," answered Mrs. Staple- 
ton. But Miss Stapleton made no further 
inquiry about Radicals. 

Perhaps the rector was raore diseoncerted 
than anybody. That very night he selected 
four tracts ; one for Madame Sylvestre, one 
for her husband, and one for each of the 
new-coraers, Things had transpired in the 
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œurse of the afternoon that convinced him 
it was high time to bestir himself. Was not 
this démocratie spirit like the leaven that 
leaveneth the whole lump ? Good heavens, 
what words he had that afternoon heard ! 
Socialism, fraternity, equalityl His hair 
stood on end. 
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CHAPTER X. 

A SOCIALISTES CONFESSION. 

"Q ENE and Maddio, lodged humbly at the 
-*-^ village ratcatcher's, esteemed them- 
selves happy as kings. They were accus- 
toraed to privation, had lain hard and fared 
scantily ail the days of theii lives, had en- 
dured heat and cold, hunger and thirst, 
ungrateful toil and ill-repaid long suifering. 
To find themselves free froin care in this 
rich lordly England, within reach of their 
beloved master and teacher, Monsieur 
Sylvestre, and their adored mistress, Ingar- 
etha, for the présent seemed enough. Both 
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were ardent disciples of the one and faithful 
worshippers of the other. Monsieur Sylves- 
tre's éloquence and Ingaretha's beauty made 
life a happy thing and the world a désirable 
place to them under any circumstances. 
They looked neither backwards nor forwards, 
but accepted the pleasant Capua, dreaming, 
adoring, enjoying. 

At early dawn Maddio would be up and 
stirring, and after a hearty breakfast of dry 
bread and coffee, each went his own way ; 
Maddio, satchel on shoulder, would start on 
a botanising expédition ; René, after dawd- 
ling among his books and papers till the sun 
was high, would also set out on a voyage of 
discovery, his pockets fuU of pamphlets and 
raemorandum books. There was plenty to 
enchant both ; rustic scènes with which Con- 
stable and Gainsborough hâve familiarized 
us, pastoral life set to music by Bloomfield 
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and Crabbe. How René enjoyed the low 
fragrant meadows ; the little rivers ranning 
amid silvery-leafed sallows and tangles of 
forget-me-not ; the large brown ponds, haunt 
of water-hen and king-fisher ; the corn-fields 
ripening into reddish gold ; above ail, in the 
stately parks ! He would sit for hours un- 
der the shade, watching the fawns at play 
or making acquaintance with the large-eyed 
lustrons cattle cropping the luxuriant grass ; 
or he would lie on his back and, shutting 
his eyes, dreain some reformeras dream, half 
hearing the notes of throstle and stock-dove. 
Sometimes Ingaretha chanced to come that 
way, and her golden hair and white dress 
were sure to be heralded by a prophétie joy 
in his heart. He always felt her présence 
before she was near, and she saw it and 
knew it, in spite of his well-acted comrade- 
ship and frank, boyish homage. Before the 
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eyes of the world she was his patroness, his 
' sovereign lady the queen/ his benefactor 
and friend ; nothing more. When they 
found themselves alone, there was an end 
of étiquette and forced réticence. René, ever 
inclined to moods of sudden gaiety and 
sudden gloom, becanie inspired with ail 
kinds of fandes, would sing, recite poems, 
dance, commit a hundred playful and unex- 
pected vagaries ; or he would pour out the 
sad expérience of his chequered, unfortunate 
life, kindling into poetic fervour under the 
influence of her sympathy. 

One day, when she had come upon him 
so suddenly that there was no time to pré- 
pare himself for that exquisite présence, she 
found big tears streaming down his pale 
cheeks. He smiled whilst wiping them 
away, said something about the caprices of 
an enthusiast, and begau to talk of other 
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matters. But after a few forced phrases he 
burst eut on a sudden, — 

" Don't accuse me of brutal ingratitude if 
when I am happiest I wish I were dead. 
But I see nothing at the end of my happiness 
— except misery. There you hâve it. I hâve 
no more to say. To-day I possess ail and 
more than I want ; yesterday I had nothing ; 
to-morrow I should like to go to sleep — and 
you know the rest." 

She reminded him of her friendship, past, 
présent, and to corne. She knew what it 
was to lose friends that way, and begged him 
not to " take the name of Death in vain." 
This she said solemnly and appealingly. 

" Well, hâve it as you like. I would live 
a hundred years to please you, as you know 
well enough — ay^ a hundred years like the 
thirty I am familiar with, and they hâve not 
been ail delicious. To want bread is not 
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much ; to be a social pariah froni childhood 
very little ; blows, kicks, and bruises also can 
be forgotten; but there are thingsthathappen- 
ed as early as that not easy to forget — the 
misérable consciousness of being bom into a 
world without being wanted, and witbout 
being able to get out of it ; the heathenish 
— I might say fiendish — jealousy of the 
children who wear satin shoes and eat tarts; 
the insupportable necessity of having to do 
battle with society, begging, pillaging — dont 
blush, sweetest lady, I never quite descended 
to that ; the devilish rage induced even in a 
young heart by hunger and thirst and cold. 
Oh, I pray to Heaven to forget ail this, and 
Heaven does not grant my prayer. Intercède 
for me with those powers which are said to 
be raerciful." He covered his face with 
his hands and wept again._ She wept with 
hira, and that was ail. 

VOL. I. M 
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" Don't you see the conséquence of this 
early suffering ?" he asked after a time. '' It 
turns men into Christians without Godhead ; 
into martyrs without sanctity. I can't help 
or save my fellow-men, but I don't forget 
for an hour how they suffer. Amid ail this 
happiness it is présent with me. Hundreds 
and hundreds of thousands of unfortunates 
find no Ingaretha to pick them out of 
dirt." 

" We were both mère children," he con- 
tinued, breaking ever and anon into raptur- 
ous srailes, " when you found me out in 
Rome. If ever subject offered itself to a 
painter, it was that of the golden-haired, 
rosy-cheeked, white-robed English girl and 
the bare-footed, squalid beggar-boy who 
made a childish compact of friendship on 
the steps of St. Peter. Then were the much- 
abused names of equality and fraternity hal- 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE SYLVESTRES, 163 

lowed indeed ! I hâve believed in a God 
and good angels since that hour." 

She caught up his narrative, eagerly, 
proudly, — 

" Don't call yourself a beggar-boy. Were 
you not a genius, and is not genius royal al- 
ways ? How pleased was my dear father to 
recognise your great gifts ! How good and 
tractable you were ! And, ah ! what days 
we had together the next spring, at Frascati 
— on the Pincian — in the Borghese Gardens! 
How the flôwers smell in Italy ! How the 
air caresses I Again and again I hâve dream- 
ed that I was poor and a wanderer, and that 
we were roaming about the streets of Rome 
together." 

" Would that the dream were true !" he 

« 

said; adding immediately after, "Forgive 
me. I often know not what I say !" 

" Would that it were !" she said, bend- 
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ing her head low; and he saw, in spite 
of the shadow of her broad-brimmed straw 
bat, how pale sbe was, how. sad, how 
moved ! 

*'Isthatso?"heasked, 

" You feel it, you read it in ray face, or 
you would think sô badly of me that you 
would never cross my threshold again, I 
love the same things you love. I cannot 
bave them hère, and I dare not go away. I 
must fulfil the duties my father bequeatbed 
me. To live out of England" — wiih you was 
on her lips ; but she blushed scarlet, and 
checked the unbidden words — " would be to 
let this beautiful place go to ruins, and its 
owners be represented by such men as Mr. 
Minifie. You don't know yet how much 1 
bave to do hère, nor what faith my father 
had in me — my dear, dear father " 

Tears stopped her from saying more ; and 
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he, forgetting everything but concern for 
her distress, brought out his pocket-hand- 
kerchief, and wiped away her tears ère they 
felL 

** What is the use of crying ?" she said at 
last, holding out her hands to him with a sad 
smile. " We cannot make things right. I 
must go my ways, and you yours, content 
to see each other and help each other some- 
times." 

"That is not making things right I" he 
answered very bitterly. 

'' Then tell me what to do. I want ail 
the world to be happy, and you and your 
poor Ingaretha too." 

" Do you love me a little, then ?" he 
asked. 

'' Hâve I not loved you a good deal for 
ten years?" she said, smiling through her 
tears. 
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" Oh ! I know but too well that I was in 
purgatory, and that you were the angel who 
came to me from heaven. For the first time 
when I asked for bread, I got no stones, 
and this went on for years. Hungry, you 
fed me ; forsaken, you cared for me ; home- 
less, you housed me. And the end is, the 
bitterest ingratitude that ever turned the 
heart of a man into hell !" 

She looked up in wonder and dismay, and 
touched his arm with her hand — that ex- 
quisite hand he rejoiced to hâve in sight at 
ail times. But hé took no beed. Head 
bowed down, eyes fixed on the ground, he 
went on — 

^' How can it be otherwise ? Your angelic 
goodness stands up as a barrier between us 
two. I can^t forget that I am a man, and 
your lover in the sight of Heaven, and an 
outcast, and your protégé^ hanger-on — call it 
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what you will — in the sight of man. Hâve 
you not loved me a good deal for ten years, 
you say ? — Ay, and you could go on loving 
me for ten years longer in the same fashion ; 
but what kind of love is that ? You are will- 
ing to give ail and receive nothing. Oh, 
Equality! what sins are committed in thy 
name ! Hère is a man who loves a woman, 
and a woman who, according to her own 
showing, loves a man, and calls him her 
equal. Yet she is content to play the part 
of Providence to him ail his life, as if love 
lived by bread alone 1" 

He laughed bitterly. 

" Am I content?" she asked, humbly and 
sorrowfuUy. "You forge t what I said just 
now, I shrink sometimes from the sacrifice 
I hâve imposed upon myself. I know that 
a happier lot might hâve been mine" — tears 
rose to her eyes, a flush to her cheeks, and 
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her voicè faltered, as she added — *'with 
you." 

Seeing that he had no word to say, she 
went on in a still more appealing voice — 

*' Life is difficult to women : you don't 
know how difficult it is. It seems to me 
that, when we try hardest to do right, we get 
most blamed. I care more for you, dear 
René, than for anybody else in the wide 
world. AU that I hâve done for you has 
been done for dear love's sake. How can I 
make you believe it ?" 

He made no answer, and did not change 
his rigid attitude. He seemed to see no- 
thing but a small blue butterfly that had 
alighted on a blade of grass at his feet. 

" Won't you believe me ?" she said coax- 
ingly, as if he were a child, and she the 
tenderest motherGodandthe angelsevercora- 
passionated. " Oh ! you must believe me 1" 
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And then, childishly compassionate, hardly 
knowing what she did, so overwhelmed was 
she with the sensé of his long-suffering, she 
stooped low, and kissed him on the forehead. 
What a sight was that for the wood-sprites 
and oreadsl She, rosy-red, golden-haired, 
blue-eyed, sweet and serions, as fair a woman 
as the sun shone on that summer day ; he, 
with his bronzed skin, dark curls, délicate 
throat, and large sad eyes, beautiful enough 
to be a god, but a god of sorrow, and not of 
love ! The impassioned nightingales might 
well accorapany such a love-poem ; and the 
cloud that hid the sun on a sudden, and 
made the beech-grove a solemn place, was 
surely in league with the tragedy of those 
two hearts. 

"And even a kiss cannot make things 
right," he said, holding both her hands, and 
looking into her eyes with inexpressible 
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émotion. " The world is too unhappy to be 
so healed, Ingaretha. You and I might re- 
joice in each other, and leave the rest — if 
we could get rid of our soûls. We can't do 
that. We can't forget the work we hâve to 
do, which leads us as far apart as the east is 
from the west." 

" If we could only work together 1" she 
said, crying bitterly. 

" How might that be ? Am I not a son 
of the peopie, a Socialist, raoreover, which 
meaus an enemy of your class, an iconoclast 
of your household gods ? You hâve noble 
ideals. Cherish them, embody them, glorify 
them, with what strength you may ; you can- 
not join hands with me and mine. The time 
is coming when such things shall be. The 
signs are at hand for those to read who 
run ; but I cannot sacrifice you. I cannot 
stand by and see you sacrificed. Let me go, 
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then, and keep for ever the fond dreams I 
hâve drearaed of late. Oh, the happy, happy 
days ! I did not know what a queen you 
were till 1 came to England, and saw you 
in your father's house. Hold me in your 
heart for a day, and then forget that such 
a person as René ever lived and suf- 
fered!" 

What could she say ? What eould she do ? 
AU the abounding tenderness of her nature 
and ail the expériences of her young life 
pleaded for him. Sitting by his side that 
summer day, she almost wished that this 
favoured lot, this princessdom and inherited 
prosperity were but a dream, or would melt 
like a dream, and that she, with René, had 
no portion beyond love and youth. For a 
long time they were silent, he growing sad- 
der and sadder, she more and more pitiful. 
At length sonie stray word or look of hers 
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— one never knows how thèse things happen 
— turned the tide of his dreary thoughts. 
Hope and joy, like sunshine rippling on 
waves, coloured his inner vision. He laugh- 
ed, sang, dreamed. The park becaîue again 
an enehanted place, and life wore a friendly 
face. 
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CHAPTER XL 

WHAT SHALL SHE DO WITH IT ? 

Tr)OOR Ingaretha grew sadly puzzled to 
-*- know what she should do with it. 
Thèse beloved and bewitching friends of hers 
had one fault which they showed pretty 
equally. They were as unpractical people 
as you would find if you searched the four 
quarters of the globe in that especial quest. 
Certainly they had experienced more ups 
and downs than fall to the lot of most of 
us ; had tasted ingratitude, treachery, persé- 
cution^ triumph ; also, short-lived prosperity, 
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and the farae of the world. But the on 
effect of ail this teaching was to make thern 
more childishly confident in unexp^cted pro- 
vidences, and more unfit to deal with rugged 
realities. They could never believe ill of 
their fellow-creatures, and accused a male- 
volent chance or pernicious law whenever 
harm had corne to them through the médium 
of Personal enemies. But their trustfulness 
went even further than this. To think well 
of one's fellow-creatures, is an excellent 
spécifie against prématuré âge, crabbed 
temper, and bodily disorders ; but to think 
80 well of the existing order of things as to 
take no thought for the morrow is to 
rub the Lamp of Evil, and summon not 
one but a thousand ministering slaves 
thereof. Ingaretha knew well enough 
that her friends were ail capable of gain- 
ing their bread, and one of them, Ma- 
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'^'aàme Sylvestre, capable of gaining her but- 
ter also. She knew well enough that they 
never ha4^ained it, and never would gsun 
it, and were too proud to partake of her 
abundance. Could she stand by and see 
them starve in the midst of it ? 

She thought. the matter over night and 
day, bringing her small expérience gnd 
large generosity to bear upou it. Innumer- 
able difficulties stood in the wày ôf any 
plan. There was Madame Sylvestre's pride 
to contend with, and Mr. Minifie's niggard- 
ly officiousness ; Monsieur Sylvestre's idéal- 
isai, and Maddio's hopeless contentment ; 
lastly, there was René's sorrowful passion, 
and Carew's chivalric love. Never, surely, 
was a lady more overburdened with cares 
and perplexities I Of course, the simplest 
solution of the difficulty was to hire a farm 
for Monsieur Sylvestre, and to marry Mr. 
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Carew. But then there was no farm to be 
had for love or money, and she had not the 
slightest inclination to marry Mr. Carew. 
With regard to the first, it was a case of 
" water, water everywhere, and not a drop 
to drink." She had land in plenty, and 
Mr. Carew had land in plenty, but the one 
being a woman and the other a poet, both 
were at the mercy of their steward, who 
could not be called unjust, but was certainly 
narrow. Mr. Carew was ten times more in 
awe of Mr. Minifie than Ingaretha, and was 
utterly wanting in her keen interest in prac- 
tical matters. To him she knew she must 
not look for help; and if not to Carew, to 
whom? 

Good angels go about the world in strange 
disguises, and, as luck would hâve it, Mrs. 
Minifie, frora the date of that roraantic ad- 
venture before described, had pledged her- 
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self to befriend Monsieur Sylvestre and to 
circumvent Mr. Minifie. The opportunity 
lay at hand, tempting as ripe strawberry to 
five-year old truants in forbidden Edens. 
The choice little farm of seventy acres before 
mentioned was to be sold, and Mr. Minifie, 
in spite of his promises to Ingaretha, was 
secretly negotiating for the purchase of it 
for himself. Was ever such an adopted son 
of the father of wiles? Mrs. Minifie did 
not stop to think over the subject, and 
weigh her duties to her husband in one 
scale and her duties to pleasant people in 
the other, but determined to pay him in his 
own coin. 

Accordingly, she appeared at the Abbey 
one morning, and begged to see Miss Mea- 
dowcourt for a few minutes on business. 
The two betook themselves to the library, 
Ingaretha's blue eyes twinkling with amuse- 
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ment For the large flexible person of Mrs. 
Minifie floundered hither and thither like a 
seal in mud, or a balloon without ballast. 
It seeraed hard to believe that she had any 
centre of gravity, and that the levers, 
pulleys, and pivot-joints of her anatomical 
System had ever been in working prder. 
That nature indeed had made an exception 
in her case seemed the likeliest conclusion, 
giving her, as to the jelly-fish and oysters, 
merely a rudimentary organization. When 
at last she was fairly settled — for the act of 
falling upon the first surface of support that 
offers, and there sticking, can hardly be 
called sitting down — the mystery exploded. 
" Oh ! my dear Miss Meadowcourt, pray 
thank heaven you hâve not a husband. I 
assure you, the baseness of the maie sex 
makes my hair stand on end without a.mo- 
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raent's notice. There's Mr. Minifie trying 
to buy the very farm you want for your 
friends. Pilgrim's Hatch, in the parish of 
Hoo-cum-Hessett — you know it, I daresay 
— seventy acres of capital land, and a snug 
little house." 

" Oh, I remember Pilgrim's Hatch quite 
well," answered Ingaretha, brightening. " I 
hâve ridden there many a time. Is it really 
to be had ?" 

" You may well ask that, for it seems just 
the sort of thing that is too good to be true. 
But for the first time in my life I am in luck, 
and Mr. Minifie will be caught like a fox 
in his own trap. Ah, what a consolation it 
will be on my dying bed to think that 
I hâve for once cheated Mr. Minifie of a few 
hundred pounds — a hundred shillings would 
be soraething ! Well, will you put on your 
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hat at once, and drive with me to Pilgrim's 
Hatch?" 

Ingaretha hesitated. 

" Dear me," Mrs. Minifie cried, " you 
don't mean to say that you can hesitate — 
and with such a decided kind of a name 
too! Fm sure Shakespeare was wrong 
about names, and that a rose wouldn't be a 
rose if it were called a thistle 1 I think my 
own name will drive me mad sometimes. 
Janey this, Janey that, Mr. Minifie calls ail 
day long, till I feel ready to run away. It 
is cruel of parents to christen their children 
without conscience, and if mine had called 
me Helen or Ethelinda I might hâve been 
a happy woman. But you will go to Pil- 
grim's Hatch, won't you ?" 

Ingaretha ventured to suggest the desira- 
bility of a straightforward course. She 
would prefer, for many reasons, to speak 
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openly to Mr. Minifie, even at the risk of a 
misunderstanding, as she doubted her busi- 
ness capacities too much to enter into nego- 
tiations of her own accord. 

^' Don't think I like double-dealing, my 
dear. I beg pardon — my dear young lady, 
I meant to say. I detest it as much as you 
do, but what good ever came of plain deal- 
ing with a fox ? You lose twice as many 
chickens, and don't make him a bit more 
respectable. Now if ever a man was an 
adept in the art of trickery, it is Mr. Minifie. 
By little and little, he has got every bit of 
property out of my hands, till I am often 
without a shilling in my pocket for weeks at 
a tirae ; and before I was married, my two 
sisters and myself had just upon a thousand 
a year among us to spend as we liked. 
That comes of having to do with men, or 
anything else you don't understand. But 
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pray make your mind easy about getting 
the farm away from him. I assure you 
Mr. Minifie is worried to death by being 
over rich already. His low spirits are fright- 
ful sometimes. I believe the end of it will 
be suicide I" 

" I always look upon Mr. Minifie as a 
particularly cheerful person, " Ingaretha 
said. 

" Oh yes, he knows how to deceive good 
people. Bad spirits mean something sinis- 
ter, and in a money-getting man look suspi- 
cions. So he whistles wherever he goes as 
gay as a lark, and keeps his gloomy fits for 
my benefit. But do go to Pilgrini's Hatch 
with me, and get it for Monsieur Sylvestre. 
It is a case of Now or Never when Mr. Mini- 
fie has a finger in the pie." 

And Ingaretha, who cordially detested 
her land-steward, and whose healthy young 
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appetite was whetted for a little downright 
fun, at last consented to go. 

The two ladies set off in Mrs. Minifie's 
lumbering old vehicle, and drove at a snail's 
pace, sometimes through winding lanes, now 
one vast tangle of wild cleraatis and honey- 
suckle, and sometimes alongside broad gold- 
en pastures, amid which wound Ingaretha s 
little river, the Thet, purling musically and 
turning mill-wheels hère and there. Under 
the shadow of beech and elm were gathered 
the shining red, meek-eyed cows ; and little 
lambs, ail as like each other as twins, frisked 
at the heels of proud and happy dams. 

By-and-by they crossed a common, glow- 
ing with gorse, sweetly-scented, and alive 
with shrill-voiced rooks and happy larks. A 
few hundred yards of lane brought them to 
as pretty a farm as the neighbourhood ot 
St. Beowulf could show. It was neither ex- 
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actly roraantic nor picturesque, but lacking 
that quality, had every other dear to the 
heart of a farmer or lover of rural life. The 
house was small and compact, and stood in 
the midst of gardens, orchards, stack-yards, 
and stables. At the back was a large 
meadow and a 'pond overgrown with bul- 
rushes ; on either side rose gentle sweeps of 
corn-land and root crops. That good farm- 
îng had been the order of the day one saw 
at a glance. Pigs of the best breed, long in 
the barrel, shiny-black, small in the extremi- 
ties, short-snouted, short-eared, scuttled 
away from the carriage-wheels. Dark-red 
cows, of the stock dear to Suffolk farmers, 
poUed, neat, and glossy, grazed under the 
apple-trees, almost knee-deep in the grass. 
The corn was thîck and clean, and show- 
ing the ean The clover in bloom was 
heavy ; hoers were busy among the beetroot 
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and swede turnips ; the hedges were well 
kept, and not a square yard of foui land was 
to be seen anywhere. A couple of stacks of 
bright copperish Talavera wheat stood in the 
shed, and it was the last week in June — 
always a sign of prosperity. Hens with 
broods of plurap chicks clucked about the 
farm-yard. A pretty little carrot-coloured 
coït sported with its mother in a small in- 
closure. AU betokened peace and plenty. 
Ingaretha's heart bounded at the thought 
of her dear old friends being fairly settled 
hère for the rest of their days, Surely this 
was an Eden indeed, — not an Eden of ideas, 
but of reality. 

They were shown into a neat little keep- 
ing-room, as the best parlour is called in 
Suffolk ; and after waiting some time, Mr. 
Moyse, the owner and occiipier, came in, 
blushing crimson at having to encounter two 



Digitized by 



Google 



186 THE SYLVESTRES. 

ladies, and especially the young and hand- 
some lady. Mrs. Minifie, who never kept 
her own counsel, blurting ont domestic 
détails in and out of season, rushed at once 
in médias res ; Ingaretha trying as vainly to 
hold her back as a steady little lad who 
does his best to feel the mouth of some strong 
and frisky two-year-old coït. 

" Of course y ou must please yourself, Mr. 
Moyse," she went on ; " but if I had to 
choose between Mr. Minifie and Miss 
Meadowcourt to do business with, I should 
no more deliberate than a child between a 
big cake and a little cake. Hère she is, 
offering to pay you a good price, and you 
know that her money is quite as good if not 
better than Mr. Minifie's. What on earth 
are you waiting for? Do you think the 
angel Gabriel will come down and bid for 
it next ? — or who ? For tny part, when any- 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE SYLVESTRES. 187 

body says Snip, I say Snap, and strike a 
good bargain with the first willing " 

"But we must go into particulars," In- 
garetha said. "Mr. Moyse knows well 
enough that I wish to pay a fair price for the 
farm, and that, as I especially want it, I 
should esteem it a favour to hâve the first 
bid." 

Mr. Moyse scratched his head, blushed, 
and at last got out a sentence. 

" What if I go to your lawyer, Mr. Mede, 
about it?" he said, feeling utterly incom- 
pétent to treat with a tall, élégant young 
lady, who spoke beautifuUy and wore a 
white muslin dress on working days I" 

" To speak the honest truth," Ingaretha 
answered, " Mr. Mede strongly disapproves 
of purchasing land." 

" That's awkward," the farmer said. 

" One man is just as like another as two 



Digitized by 



Google 



188 THE SYLVESTRES. 

peas in a pod," Mrs. Minifie broke in warm- 
ly. " Mammon, Mammon, Mammon 1 they 
sell their soûls to filthy lucre, and set wo- 
men a-praying for them ! You are afraid 
we shall be too sharp for you, Mr. Moyse, is 
thatit?" 

" It isn t that. I don't want more than 
two shillings and sixpence-halfpenny for my 
halfcrown, but it's a queer concern to do 
business with ladies. Leastways, Vm not 
used to it." 

" If Miss Meadowcourt doesn t understand 
farming, I do," Mrs. Minifie said. " Come, 
what do you want for stock, crop, and valu- 
ation?"* 

*^ No, no, Mrs. Minifie. I can't play pitch 
halfpenny with those who don't know heads 
and tails when they see 'em. Miss Meadow- 
court is welcome to the farm, but I must 
talk to Mr. Mede or some one in breeches 
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about it. That's my meaning, shell and husk 
and kernel." 

Ingaretha smiled and reflected a moment. 

" Perhaps you are right. I will ride to 
St. Beowulf s to-morrow morning, and will 
get Mr. Mede to make an appointment with 
you. But may I count upon the farm ?" she 
added insinuatingly. 

" I never reckon on a calf myself till IVe 
seen it with my own eyes ; but others do, 
and the calves corne ail right. That's as you 
please, Miss Meadowcourt." 

" In any case, you will keep your own 
counsel till the matter is settled for once and 
for ail?" 

"My own what?" 

" You will not mention the matter to any 
one meantime. Mr. Mede must, in fact — 
shall," she added, smiling, " be persuaded to 
do as I wish." 
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" Mum's the word with me, whether Fm 
buying or selling ; and a safe one, 1 take it," 
Mr. Moyse said, growing more at ease as he 
saw the ladies rise to go. '' Will you like 
to take a look round ?" he went so far as to 



Mrs. Minifie would fain hâve peered into 
every nook and cranny, but Ingaretha pre- 
ferred to wait. They took their leave, and 
proceeded horaeward in high spirits, the 
elder lady descanting on the ignoble bearing 
of the stronger towards the weaker sex. 

" Just take such a man as Mr. Moyse or 
my husband— or, to go a step lower, Jabez, 
ray coachraan. Now, there isn't one of the 
three who doesn't look down upon a woman 
as a fool, and treat her worse than a man, 
simply because she is a woman. It's like 
boys and cockchafers, they tease 'em, and 
stick 'em through with pins, and tear off their 
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wings, for no better reason than that God 
made 'em cockchafers." 

" Oh I Mrs. Minifie, I hope we are not 
going to hâve our wings torn off !" 

" l'm so old that I forget the tirae when I 
had any. But you are young, and, oh, how 
pretty I I wish you had a mother to take 
care of you, my dear/' And Mrs. Minifie 
took hold of Ingaretha's hand with a rough 
tenderness that touched her. 

" I never knew ray mother ; but my father 
was an angel to me," she said ; " life was 
very easy then." 

" You must marry and shift your responsi- 
bilities on a man's shoulders. Husbands are 
bad enough, but the cares of single life are 
worse. The world marries you to Mr. 
Carew." 

" That is a very old story," Ingaretha said, 
a little affronted. 
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" Well — I marry you to a very différent 
person I" Mrs. Minifie added slily. 

Ingaretha blushed crimson, and changed 
the subject. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



BED-LETTER DAYS. 



rriHE drama of life, like the drama of his- 
^ tory, has interregnums, brief, beautify- 
ing intervais of peace, during which the 
blood-stained hoof-marks of the despoiler 
are effaced by merciful showers, and the 
trarapled flowers of Hope and Faith blos- 
soin afresh. 

Then are laid to rest the passions that 
consume and the griefs that turn bread into 
bitterness and wine into gall ; then the con- 
victions that made war one upon the other 
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seem unveiled ; and endeavour and purpose 
and the high aspirations that were dimmed 
for awhile, shine ont bright and clear like 
stars swept by a rain-gust. Wounds are 
healed, gaps are fiUed up, plçnteous har- 
vests are reaped and garnered in the sun- 
shine. 

Wonderful indeed is the craving for hap- 
piness in the great, sad, wistful heart of 
huraanity, beating throughout the universe ! 
Wonderful is its capacity for appropriating 
it I A day ago, it hardly seems so long, we 
were weeping tears of agony in some dread 
Gethsemane, apparently forgotten by God 
and ail good angels. To-day, the sky is 
clear, we move in golden air, happy voices 
sing to us, happy sights enchant us ; we are 
like the shepherd-boy in Arcadia, " piping 
as if he should never be old." Heaven is 
kind to give us such short memories in our 
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good days. We forget ourselves — oh I 
coveted Lethean gift — that is, our sorrowing, 
regretting, sinning selves, conscious only 
of soûls that aspire and hearts that are 
satisfied. 

Few people could be found who had 
suffered more . than ' Monsieur Sjdvestre, 
Euphrosyne, René, and Maddio. To tell 
their lives properly, one should be able to 
Write tragedy. Of course the woman had 
suffered most, being a woman; but the others 
had not lain on beds of roses. Having let 
René speak for himself, the others may keep 
silence for a time. They had known what 
it was to be, like St. Paul, " in périls of 
robbers, in périls among false brethren, in 
weariness and painfulness, in hunger and 
thirst, in fastings often, in cold and naked- 
ness." But hère, in this lovely, fruitful Eng- 
land, the misery had vanished at the touch 
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of their golden-haired fairy Ingaretha, aad 
they suffered themselves to follow whither- 
soever her wand guided. 

What a summer t^ey spent together I 
First came July with its short bright nights 
and long glowing days, its overpowering 
sweetness of rose and jasmine and honey- 
suckle, its warm shadows, its burning noon- 
tides. They often made holiday from 
morning till night, and never grew tired of 
each other's company. When a cool breeze 
was blowing, Maddio and Ingaretha would 
go on a botanizing excursion, sometimes 
lasting an hour, sometimes a day. He was 
the pleasantest companion in the world, 
overflowing with childlike spirits and hope- 
fulness, and capable ofenjoyingabundantly. 
Side by side they walked or rode — Maddio 
only ventured to mount one of the garden- 
er's donkeys, being no equestrian — through 
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the sweet-scented lanes, he telling her of 
former adventures in beautiful, far-ofF Air 
gérie, playful and serions by turns, she al- 
ways sympathetic. They would make an 
excursion to the friendly, thriving old town 
of Ipswich, and from thence ascend the 
Orwell to Harwich, a pleasant sail for a 
sumnier day. The river is clear and bright, 
the banks are green and softly undulated ; 
Wolsey's tower rises statelily froni amid the 
wooded bluffs of Freston. At theriver'smouth 
lie anchored men-of-war and noble ships, and 
picturesque fishing-craft. Or they would 
gofurther still, and reach the ever-freshen- 
ing, ever-turbulent northern sea, to Ald- 
borough, quiet birthplace of a quiet poet ; 
or to Lowestoft, lying at the foot of glorious 
heaths, solitary even in thèse days of rail- 
roads, broken, wild, blowy. Is the air of 
the désert fresher or more vivifying than 
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the breaths blown there? It is hard to 
say. 

Certaialy the pleasure of existence, for 
existence sake, is fully tasted by those who, 
inounting purple heights, knee-deep in gorse 
and heather, lose themselves on the com- 
mon, having the sea in sight always, now 
steely-gréy, now silvery bright, now green 
as malachite, now deepest violet, a dozen 
pictures in an hour. 

They made a pilgrimage to Constable's 
birthplace, and what a révélation of grâce 
and tranquil loveliness fell to their share 
then ! From the duU little town of Manning- 
tree you drive for half-an-hour along dusty 
roads till you come to a gentle ondulation, 
nobly wooded, and slowly reach East Berg- 
holt Church, where some of the painter s 
kinsfolk lie buried. Hère you turn sudden- 
ly, your carriage dips under overarching 
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oak and elm, haviag the lovely vale of Ded- 
ham to your right. No wonder that Con- 
stable so dearly loved this spot. The tower 
of Dedham Church rises grandly amid ter- 
race upon terrace of Lombardy poplar and 
sallow; amid the bright green meadows 
winds a little river, whilst patches of red, 
yellow and crimson, proclaim the flower- 
fields of Dedham, a brilliant incongruity, 
doubtless unknown in Constable's time. 

But the spot they loved best was Flatford 
Mill, beautiful Flatford Mill ! Nestled 
amid cherry and pear trees lies the Valley 
Farm, while close by is Willy Lott's house, 
white-walled, red-tiled, covered with vines. 
Mill and boat house are reflected in the 
clear river that, with sudden swerve, loses 
itself under shadow of aider and weeping 
willow. A daintier scène it would be 
hard to find; and well might the great 
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painter love it, and hunger after it ia bis 
later days. 

Or if the historié fit seized them, they 
would folio w ihe flight of refraetory Sir 
Hugh Bigod, of whom the ballad tells : — 

*^ At Ipswich they laughed to see how he sped, 
And at UfFord they stared, I wis, 
But at merry Saxinundham they heard his song, 
And the song he sang was this : — 
Were I in my Castle Bungaye, 
Upon the river of Waveney, 
I would not care for the King of Cockney." 

August came — the inonth of orchards 
flushed with ripeaing pear and pluin, of 
harvest-fields strewn with gold and amber 
corn. Like Cyclops the labourers sweated 
and toiled, drinking béer at intervais in a 
manner worthy of a Scandinavian drinking 
bout. Nothing could be lovelier than the 
yellow fields sloping against the pure blue 
and white heavens ; and the gleaners — ^little 
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white-haired, blue-eyed children and sun- 
burnt, serious women — made an idyllic pic- 
ture every day. When, a little later, the 
stars came out in the pale skj'', and the 
harvest nioon rose, glowing like a shield 
of the gods, reapers and gleaners foUowed 
their homeward waggons, singing plaintively 
and carrying green boughs. 

Those were indeed days to remember 
and be thankful for. Monsieur Sylvestre 
and his companions, like Odysseus, were 
made young and happy, but by earthly and 
not by heavenly enchantment. It was In- 
garetha whose thoughtfulness and delicacy 
and affection worked every one of thèse 
miracles. Never were kings and princes 
fêted by sycophant subjects as the wanderers 
were fêted by her. Her horses, her car- 
nages, the fatness of her larder, and the 
first fruits of her gardens, were appropriated 
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to thera as naturally as if she were only 
the steward of so many good things. The 
upper ten thousand of St. Beowulf 's might 
be neglected. What were the upper ten 
thousand to her? But none in ail the 
world could be dearer than thèse outcasts 
who loved the things she loved, and lived 
in the idéal world she held true and beauti- 
ful. Carew at first chafed bitterly at the 
sensé of hîs own comparative insignificance, 
but good sensé and good feeling soon got 
the mastery. Having, moreover, a little of 
the butterfly in his composition, he sunned 
himself whilst the flowers were open and 
the day was perfect. AU projects of travel 
were put aside. One day he was reading 
poetry aloud to ail, another singing glees 
with Monsieur Sylvestre and Ingaretha. 
There seemed always plenty to do. Why 
should he go away ? Of course the fashion- 
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able world took umbrage at seeirig them- 
selves thus set aside for a few tatterdemalion 
foreigners. They had not the least inten- 
tion of recognising thèse visitors of Miss 
Meadowcourt's ; and as week after week 
slipped by, and no more invitations came 
frora the Abbey, hostess and guests were left 
pretty much to themselves, When Lady 
Virginia Pennington gave her annual cro- 
quet party, Ingaretha and Carew naturally 
received cards. Mr. Stapleton would not 
hear of omitting Ingaretha from the list 
of people invited to the Miss Stapletons' 
archery meeting. The great church dig- 
nitary of the place, Mr. Anstruther, rec- 
tor of St. Beowulfs the Martyr, and rural 
dean, paid due court to the rich young mis- 
tress of the Abbey, pressing her attendance 
at this and that choral fête, sending Mrs. 
Anstruther and a number of little An- 
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struthers, to see her very often. And ail 
the great little people of the place behaved 
civilly both to Ingaretha and Carew, not 
because they liked them, or felt they ever 
should like them, but because it seenied 
a right and proper thing to cultivate the 
acquaintance of three or four thousand a 
year. 

By one or two, however, the strangers 
were received with open anns. Aray 
Greenfield, the curate's wife, got up half- 
a-dozen tea-parties for them, delighted at 
the opportunity of showing her adored 
Ingaretha a little kindness. 

One wonders at the possibility of giving 
tea-parties in the curate's household, where 
the ordinary condition of things was that 
of verging on starvation. But what has 
real hospitality to do with cakes and aie ? 
The Bedouin's dish of cous-cous-sou and 
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the Berber's offering of a few dried figs to 
the passer-by, may often mean more than 
groaning tables and wines of choicest vin- 
tage. Amy gave the best she had, and it 
was accepted with a good grâce. The 
children would pull radishes out of their 
little garden; Bina would fetch a penny- 
worth of gingerbread nuts from the village ; 
Mrs. Minifie often brought cakes ; was not 
this enough and to spare? And if there 
was no better forthcoming for the next 
inorning's breakfast, and Daisy the cow 
gave less milk than usual after last night's 
draining, who grumbled ? 

Happy indeed were those summer even- 
ings. Even the curate got over his moody 
fits and joined the party, feeling no sharae 
since the other men wore clothes as shabby 
as he. What a change it was for Amy, 
for her children, and for ail ! Instead of 
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being looked down upon by rich rectors 
and rectoresses, they were made much of, 
fêted, loved, for their own sakes. Bina 
and Sammie were old enough to feel the 
différence between the gingerly kiss of an 
Earl's daughter and of a friendly vagrant 
like René or Maddio. For René would 
make desperate love to little blue-eyed 
Bina, ever, like Martha, troubled about 
many things ; and Maddio would treat Sam- 
raie, not patronisingly, having in raind hb 
unwashed face, want of new shoes, and 
gênerai unfitness for appearance at church 
next Sunday, but as a comrade and social 
equal. When Maddio amused the baby 
for an hour, René quitted the society of 
his equals to give Pennie a swing, or im- 
provise a puppet-show in the nursery for 
the benefit of ail the children, they preached 
a lesson on being good one to another, 
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which was easier to understand than the 
most éloquent of Mr. Anstruther's discourses. 
The children thought there never were such 
enchanting people in the world as thèse 
friends of Ingaretha's, and wondered what 
would happen by way of miracle next. 

** We are always having company or 
going out now," one day said Bina to Mrs. 
Anstruther, who had called at the curate's. 
'' I like that sort of life, don't you ?" 

Amy blushed, for she knew that to see 
the poverty of the land was Mrs. Anstruther 
corne. 

** You children think so much of a little," 
she said; adding, apologetically, ^'Binameans 
that Miss Meadowcourt brings her friends 
hère to tea sometimes. Of course I cannot 
l>e so stingy as to refuse them that little hos- 
pitality." 

"Stinginess, nay dear Mrs. Greenfield, is 
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purely relative. No econoiny is stinginess 
in the wife of a poor man, and the mother 
of a large young family. Why don't you 
turn the tables, and go to Miss Meadow- 
court's instead?" 

" So we do very, very often," poor Amy 
said, feeling more and more humiliated at 
the turn the conversation was taking. 

" And we get such feasts 1" put in Bma ; 
'* and the children eat as much cake as they 
like, and what they don't eat is picked up 
for us to bring home. I love Ingaretha." 

"Miss Meadowcourt shows strange per- 
versity of character for so young a woman," 
Mrs. Anstruther went on, turning to Amy, 
" and, I must say, indiscrétion too. What 
do we know of those quèer foreign friends of 
hers?" 

" Mr. René wanted bread often when he 
was little," Bina said. 
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" Bina 1" 

" He did, mamma. He told me so." 

The little girl felt a wicked delight ia 
horrifying Mrs. Anstrutlier just tlien, and 
being as enamoured of René as ever was 
seven-year-old maiden of fairy-tale lover, 
hère added, by way of climax, — 

" And I am sure he is as good as can be, 
though he doesn't go to church." 

" Bina 1" again reraonstrated Amy, quite 
frightened at the way Mrs. Anstruther's eye- 
brows were going up. " Don't talk about 
things you don't understand." Then, chang- 
ing the subject, she said, "Thank you so 
muchfor kindly sending rue the new num- 
ber of ' Sermons for the Nursery/ Mrs. An- 
struther, and ' Solemn Exhortations to In- 
fant Minds.'" 

** My children delight in them, and only 
think, little Edmund, who is barely three 

VOL. 1. P 



Digitized by 



Google 



210 THE SYLVESTRES. 

three years old, cried because the nurse- 
maid would read a newspaper on Sunday. 
When children's minds are thus early turn- 
ed to religion, one feels that one's house is 
indeed a fortress of faith." 

" Yes, indeed. I wish niy children took 
kindlier to Sunday books," Amy said, having 
got into a habit of involuntarily sitting at Mrs. 
Anstruther's feet. She did not in her heart 
care much about the Sunday books. 

" Evil communications corrupt good man- 
ners/' Mrs. Anstruther answered. "Your 
children should not be allowed to associate 
with non-churchgoers." 

Amy felt ready to cry. She was a very 
simple créature, unable to appraise the dif- 
férent ethical standards held up to her, 
equally unable to solve the varions social 
and religions problems often propounded in 
her hearing. On the one hand, were In- 
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garetha and her friends, représentatives of 
ail that was refined, original, delightful ; on 
the other, the rector of St. Beowulf, the 
church, and the world, représentative of ail 
that was old as the hills, tradition, power- 
ful, ascetic, imperious. She felt a child, a 
nonentity, a misérable sinner in the présence 
of the tiniest little Anstruther that could 
read a sermon. She felt a rational being, a 
créature of instincts, poetry, and passion, in 
the présence of Monsieur Sylvestre and his 
folio wers. There was just this différence 
between the one set of people and the 
other — the first looked downuponher as an 
atom of the great lump of huraan depravity, 
the last prized her as a link in the great 
chain of intellectual being ; and to the last 
she could not naturally be an object 
either of indifférence or contempt. This 
poor, trodden-down, ill-used humanity was 
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to them, above ail things, lovely, sacred, 
and dear; and she, being a woman, and 
like ail women, having had a touch of 
sweetness and a large measure of sadness 
in her life, was lovely, sacred, and dear 
also. How could she contentedly corne 
down from such heights as thèse to the 
dead level of content and indifférence in 
which they would fain hâve her live, pos- 
sessing her soûl in patience ? 

Poor Amy ! she said her prayers twice or 
three times after that unpleasant little talk 
with the dean's wife, dreading she knew not 
what kind of interférence with the pleasur- 
able existence she had of late so leamed to 
love. Whether there was harm in it or not 
she felt unable to détermine; but thus 
much she knew, the life of the last few 
years seemed a waste, and that of the last 
few weeks an oasis, green, smiling, favoured 
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of heaven. She might forego the happi- 
ness, but the memory of it and the long- 
ing for it would last throughout life. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



STORMS. 



npHE only person who led a double ex- 
-*- istence — smiling cheerfuUy in the 
Company of others, brooding or rather 
remembering over much when alone — was 
Madame Sylvestre. She could never for- 
get, and what a fearful chastisement of the 
gods is such a memory ! Ingaretha might 
soothe and distract ; Monsieur Sylvestre 
might say a tender word, and then go 
his way, bent on the business of the hour ; 
Maddio, brother-like, might babble his 
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simple confidences and révélations; René 
might offer his passionate confidences 
fondly aa a son — the combined affec- 
tion of ail could not drive awav the 
mysterious shadow which foUowed her 
everywhere. Soraetimes her face was 
a tragedy. At others, she wore that 
look of suprême résignation which mediae- 
val artists hâve given their martyrs of the 
primitive Christian period. At ail, there 
was a pathos, an inexpressible majesty of 
suffering about her, that made her pré- 
sence imposing even to the vulgar. 

Nor did the subtle charms of her phy- 
siognomy escape the notice of those dull- 
headed St. Beowulfians with whom she 
came into contact. Weather-beaten, care- 
worn, elderly, dressed with no more re- 
gard to fashion than a beggar-woman, the 
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rough villagers yet touched their hats to 
her as respectfiilly as to dashing Mrs. An- 
struther. And why ? Because there is a 
divine instinct in huraan nature, however 
degraded, and by this divine instinct Ma- 
dame Sylvestre was recognised for what 
she was, and not for what misfortune had 
raade her. Those large brown eyes of 
liers, briraraing over with tenderness and 
sympathy; those delicately eut, sensitive 
lips, srailing seldom and sadly ; that broad 
earnest brow, each wrinkle telling of some 
troubled day, whose sunburnt, hard-work- 
ed hands, so beautifùlly shaped still — ail 
impressed the people as even fine clothes 
and superficial advantages would not hâve 
done. Silk dresses and shining carriages 
might be seen every day within a dozen 
miles of St. Beowulfs, but a face like 
hers, telling such a story, so good, so re- 
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fined, was as rare as primroses in No- 
vember. 

She had a habit, too, of speaking to 
everyone she met, ploughman, cow-boy, 
gleaner, and after the first difficulty of 
understanding her foreign English wore off, 
thèse short greetings grew into long confi- 
dences. She addressed everybody as Mon- 
sieur and Madame, behaving with a courtesy 
that struck her interlocutors as whimsical 
at first, but pleased them mightily after- 
wards. Thèse rough villagers recognised 
not only the beautiful nature of the long- 
suffering, many-experienced, patient wo- 
man, but the tact, breeding, and sensitive- 
ness of the well-bred lady, 

When they saw Miss Meadowcourt's 
friend and honoured guest ; trudging to St. 
Beowulf s in the heat of the day, thank- 
ful to teach small shopkeepers' children 
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for a shilling an hour, their stock notions 
of propriety were shocked, but their intel- 
lectual horizon was enlarged. The world 
could not be going on quite as they thought. 
Not from Christ's words only, but from the 
practîcal teaching of the first lady in the 
parish, they were reminded of that désirable 
millenniura when the mighty shall be put 
down and the lowly and naeek shall be ex- 
alted. There could be no doubt that Miss 
Meadowcourt thought veryhighlyof Madanie 
Sylvestre. Did she not sit beside her, shabby 
as she was, in the Abbey pew, opposite to the 
Miss Stapletons, arrayed, like Solomon, in ail 
their glory ? Did she not drive her in her 
grand open carriage to St. Beowulf's floral 
fête ? Was she not daily and hourly doing 
honour to her ? A sermon was being preach- 
ed to thera on social obligation, which touch- 
ed their self-love and tickled their curiosity. 
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What time-honoured custom would be turn- 
ed upside down next ? There was, more- 
over, the sensé of mystery about her — alwa5^s 
an attraction to uncultivated minds. They 
could as little understand Madame Sylvestre's 
objective as they could understand her sub- 
jective history. She was religions, and ap- 
parently belonged to no religions body ; she 
was a lady, and had suffered more hardships 
than any tramp's wife going ; she was délicate 
and refined, and had been mixed up with 
what seemed to them the scum of the earth. 
Added to ail, this wonderful faith, and love, 
and humanitarian spirit confounded them 
more than a little. Sunday after Sunday, 
they had heard of God's love for man, till 
the exposition of the farailiar text had be- 
come trite and barren. But for the first time 
they heard of man's love for man ! The 
words worked miracles like those wrought 
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by musical Orpheus upon the listening woods 
of Thrace. 

After some weeks, Mr. Whitelock began 
to prick up his ears. Wherever he went 
among his parishioners, he found that Ma- 
dame Sylvestre had been before him, first 
to the mother of some erring girl, next to 
the parents of some dying child, and so on. 
Her words were twice as potent as his, and 
no wonder, seeing that he talked of things 
they could not possibly understand, consol- 
ing them with the unction and cold superior- 
ity of God's anointed, whilst she wept, aid- 
ed, and sympathised, and that was ail. 
Matters were brought to a climax by 
the death of an unbaptized child. Mr. 
Whitelock doonied it to everlasting perdi- 
tion. Madame Sylvestre appointed it to 
blissful immortality. The mother, whose 
ewe-lamb it had been, was heard to sav 
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in somebody's hearing that she wished the 
rector would never cross her threshold 
again; and this speech, spoken in the 
agonies of her grief, came to his ears. If 
such were the teachings of Miss Meadow- 
court's visitors, it was high tirae to inter- 
fère. Let people once believe that an un- 
baptized infant could go to heaven, and 
the next step would be to doubt the efB- 
cacy of baptism altogether. And if bap- 
tism went, why should not confirmation 
and other corner-stones of the Church fol- 
low in its wake. 

He lost no time in laying his case be- 
fore Ingaretha. Hot, wordy, and very 
cross, anybody else would hâve been a bet- 
ter advoc^te for the rector than the rector 
proved for himself. He found that, after 
half an hour's harangue, no ground had 
been gained, not an inch. There sat In- 



Digitized by 



Google 



222 THE SYLVESTRES. 

garetha without a vestige of conviction in 
those large blue eyes of hers, and smiling 
in the old incredulous way he knew so 
well ; looking so provokingly pretty too in 
her sea-green cambric dress, that it was in 
his heart to wish beauty a dispensation of 
priests, as of the Olyrapian gods, to be 
given and taken away at will. Ugliness, 
after ail, had its captivating side. Ugliness 
subraitted, ugliness embroidered clérical 
slippers, made black-currant jelly for the 
alleviation of clérical sore throats, — in fine, 
did everything it behoved womankind to 
do in honour to the wiser, better, and 
stronger sex. 

" I am not my friend's keeper," Ingare- 
tha said, after listening somewhat irapa- 
tiently to a long and angry tirade. ''And 
if Madame Sylvestre tries to comfort the 
poor people a little, are their lives so 
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happy that they do not need it ? " 
" To allay sorrow with false doctrine is 
to try to cure disease with poison," an- 
swered the rector. "I cannot and will 
not permit lay interférence with spiritual 
matters in my parish. Who is the priest — 
this woman or I ?" 

" My poor friend only did a kind and 
neighbourly thing. Was your authority 
called into account?" 

"Not when she contradicts my doc- 
trine? Excuse me, Miss Meadowcourt, 
but I think your partiality for thèse people 
is leading your judgment astray, and, 
what is more still, endangering your or- 
thodoxy. With the perversity of your 
youth, and, I may say, of your sex, you 
refuse to take counsel of your natural ad- 
visers, and are running into dangers of 
which you know not." 



Digitized by 



Google 



224 THE SYLVESTRES. 

Ingaretha was silent. 

" I must ask you to reinonstrate with 
Madame Sylvestre/' added the rector. 

But Ingaretha did not answer. 

" She is bound to desist from pernicious 
offices in my parish," he went on, looking 
at her severely. 

Still no answer. 

" You are bound, in the spirit, if 
not in the letter, to send her out of my 
parish." 

"If Madame Sylvestre yields an inch, 
an ell will be demanded of me," Ingaretha 
answered at last, with heightened colour. 
" If Madame Sylvestre is not allowed to 
speak to the poor people to-day, I shall be 
prohibited to-morrow. We are not bond- 
servants, Mr. Whitelock." 

" Do you mean to say that you set your- 
self in opposition to your minister?" 
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"Not wiUingly." 

" But you abide by your own judgment, 
rather than by his." 

" When I thiak iny friends in the right, 
I stand by them/' she said. 

" Then I can only pray for you. Good 
morning ;" and with this the rector 
went. 

Ingaretha smiled at first, but felt in her 
secret heart that a quarrel with Mr. 
Whitelock was an unpleasant alternative. 
She had no wish to quarrel with him, 
and had, with difficulty, avoided ail quar- 
rels hitherto; just now, when so much 
depended on his good grâces, a dis- 
agreernent was especially unfortunate. 
English country life is far from a bed of 
roses when you are on bad terras with 
your rector: and this she knew well 
enough. But she could not ask Madame 

VOL. I. Q 



Digitized by 



Google 



226 THE SYLVESTRES. 

Sylvestre to unsay her merciful words 
about the uubaptised child. If Mr. White- 
lock could make no better terms than thèse, 
they must remain at enmity. As to her 
friends being sent away, the idea was so 
preposterous that she laughed scomfnlly 
whenever it came into her head. What 
was property, what was existence, what was 
anything to her, without the privilège of 
serving those she loved ? 

Although she kept her own counsel 
studiously, reports of this interview got 
wind. Madame Sylvestre, after weeping in 
secret at the mischief she had donc, talk- 
ed to her husband seriously about going 
away from this blissful, beneficent Eng- 
land — from this gracions and grace-giving 
friend — from peace and plenty — to return 
no more. 

" We shall bring her into trouble," she 
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said. "I foresee it but too well. Her 
thoughts are not as the thoughts of the 
people hère, and it is with them she must 
live." 

" She had rauch better live with us," 
answered Monsieur Sylvestre complacently. 
" If we estrange her from her friends, let 
us console ourselves by the thought of 
what those friends are worth. If we cause 
her vexation, do we not also afford her 
the greatest enjoyraent of which an intel- 
lectual being is capable, namely, that of 
sympathy with large interests ! Oh, when 
will you learn to subordinate the trival 
affairs of life to the Suprême and Un- 
limited?" 

"Dear husband, it is my great affection 
for Ingaretha that speaks. She is young, 
and we are old. At our âge it is so 
much easier to take away than to give." 
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"Pshaw, my child! The value ôf a 
gift is measured by the quality of the 
giver. Our Ingaretha will not be discon- 
tented." 

" But/' urged the poor woman, strug- 
gling, as she had struggled a hundred, nay, 
a thousand times before, with her ador- 
ation of this man and her sensé of duty 
towards others, "it is her very generosity 
and goodness that abash me. Is it not 
enough to eat of her bread and drink of 
her wine without spoiling the taste of both 
to her?" 

" Heavens, Euphrosyne, how you women 
turn things upside down ! As if a half- 
blind person could not see how entirely this 
dear child loves us, and delights in making 
us happy !" 

"I know ail that," answered Euphro- 
syne, with a painful sigh ; " but we must 
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lookr beyond the passing hour. What if 
she grows fond of our poor René?" 

" The best thing in the world that could 
happen to him!" 

" But surely a misfortune for her ?" 

" A misfortune — and why ? You seem 
to think that the real philosophy of life con- 
sists in raeasuring out purple and fine linen 
for Dives. I prefer to wash the disciples* 
feet — or, rather, to hâve my own feet 
washed bv some one adorable. And this, 
I take it, is the corner-stone of social mo- 
rality. René has nothing; Ingaretha has 
enough, and to spare. Both are young, 
beautiful, and enthusiastic. Such a union 
might not be sanctioned on earth ; but 
what would the angels and hierarchs of 
heaven say to it, think you?" 

*' It would not turn out well," Euphro- 
syne said, shaking her head. 
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"Did you not sacrifice as much, *and 
more, for me? And has not that union 
turned out well?" 

"Yes — oh, yes!" she answered, half- 
crying at the sound of her own memory- 
freighted voice. '' But I think, if Ingaretha 
cared as much for René as in my youth 
I cared for you, the matter would hâve 
been settled long ère this. Oh, husband, 
you do not know how it is with us 
women — how, most of ail, we suffer for 
having been once happy ! Éven if our 
sweet child loved this man, I would say, 
nay; because I should doubt whether she 
loved him enough to endure what inust 
corne after." 

"Nothing could corne so hard to bear 
as unsatisfied love. Of that you hâve had 
no expérience," he said, in a tone of voice 
that was half-commendatory and half- 
reproachful. 
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" You forget my children," she answered, 
averting her face because she knew of the 
niisery that was in it. 

He left her, humming as he went a 
verse of Béranger s well-known song, " Les 
Fous,"— 

*' Honneur au fou qui ferait faire 
Un rêve heureux au genre humain/^ &c. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



A 8YLVAN CONCLAVE. 



TNGARETHA saw clearly enough that, 
-*- if Mr. Whîtelock chose to be ill- 
tempered, she should lead an uneasy life 
of it. She was not the woman to humble 
herself before her enemies without rhyme 
or reason, much less to turn her back up- 
on her friends, even when the world told 
her that there were the best possible 
reasons for doing so. She understood quite 
well what Mr. Whitelock meant by pray- 
ing for her. He would pray, not that she 
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should be raade better or happier or more 
useful in her génération, but that she 
should becorae more docile to the dicta- 
tion of her superiors ; in other words, that 
she should obey him in ail things. She 
felt inclined to defy his undue assumption 
of authority; to do battle with him, and 
find out, for once and for ail, who was 
strongest. But good feeling and a sensé 
of maidenly décorum prevailed. 

Ingaretha pursued quite another course. 
She straightway wrote a meek little note 
to the rector, begging him to overlook her 
impetuosity, and to call upon her about a 
little matter of business. She wanted his 
advice as well as his forgiveness, and of 
course the happy rector was willing to be- 
stow both. Ingaretha wished to consult 
him about establishing mothers'-meetings. 
Was there any objection to Madame Syl- 
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vestre takiag part in them if she withheld 
from theological subjects? Certainly not, 
said the rector, good-naturedly ; and when 
next day, Madame Sylvestre raade an 
apology in person at the rectory, beseech- 
ing the révérend gentleman, with tears in 
her eyes, to pardon her unintentional of- 
fence, he was fairly overcome and moUified. 
The clérical storm passed over. 

Meantime, like children sporting in some 
sunny place, with bright clouds overhead, 
and a low rumble of gathering thunder 
in the distance, Monsieur Sylvestre, René, 
and Maddio were taking their fiU of en- 
joyment, thinking little of the morrow. 
When, at last, Euphrosyne one day com- 
pelled them to assemble in conclave under 
Ingaretha's chestnut-trees, and discuss future 
plans, they scuttled to the place of meet- 
ing much more after the manner of rabbits 
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at play than of philosophie followers of a 
reformer. 

The speeches, which were delivered in 
French, might be translatée! thus : — 

Madame Sylvestre began by saying that 
one obstacle stood equally in the way of 
going or staying — namely, their exchequer 
was almost empty. They could not 
make a move without money. Without 
raoney they could not remain where they 
were. 

*'If Ingaretha does not object to help 
us, why should we object to be helped?" 
asked Monsieur Sylvestre. "Granted that 
she spares us a few of her fat acres, and 
a handful of her loose guineas, which of 
the two ought to be most thankful, he 
to whom the gods give superabundant 
opportunities of helping others, or he 
whom that superabundance helps? The 
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raore we accept of her, the more enviable is 
she." 

Euphrosyne was silent, but unconvinced. 
She looked first at Maddio, then at René, 
half hoping they would stand by her. Mad- 
dio met the look, and answered with the un- 
conscious smile of a baby — 

" And then René is so fond of her I — 
could we rob her of him ?" 

"Don't talk in that way," René said, 
véhément and disdainfiil. '' I know well 
enough where I ought to be, hundreds of 
miles, thousands of miles away from this 
lady. My mother, you know how I fight 
daily and hourly with a devil that is stronger 
than I, and how I am beaten agaîn and 
again. I wish I could kill myself outright, 
and hâve done with it, much as I love our 
cause and you ail." 

"That would not go far towards mending 
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lïiatters," Monsieur Sylvestre answered, smil- 
ing grimly. " She would break her heart ; 
you would find no one hère willing to bury 
such an infidel as yourself. Live as long as 
you can, my dear René, for the sake of 
your friends, and the good cause of fraternity 
and freedom." 

" And worship Our Lady Ingaretha as we 
do, at a distance," said Maddio. 

"Listen, my children," began Monsieur 
Sylvestre, placing himself in the midst, every 
tone of his sweet voice ringing through the 
air like the note of a silver-tongued bell. 
" It is now high time that we come to an 
understanding as to our future course of 
action. Do not think for a moment that I 
hâve allowed myself luxuriously to settle 
down in this bewitching Capua without 
paying any heed to our comraon cause. 
Night and day it is in my thoughts. Sleep- 
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ing or waking, I dream of the noble work 
that awaits the reconstructors of society. 
If I hâve kept silence for awhile, it was 
only because I feared to speak too confi- 
dently. From the first moment of setting 
foot on this hospitable soil, it seemed to me 
that hère, if anywhere on the face of the 
earth, we might realise our fondest hopes, 
planting another Eden, not for ourselves 
only, but for the outcast, the unhappy, and 
the spoliated. And now I feel emboldened 
to say that it shall be so. Ingaretha has 
received us with open arms. Her purse, 
like her heart, is open to us. Her intellect 
— surely, a nobler one has been seldom 
granted to woman — goes with us. We are 
her brothers and sisters, her friends and 
counsellors, her prophets and priests. We 
will stay." 

René made an impetuous movement, as 
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if about to speak, then coloured to the 
brow, and drew back. Maddio smiled in 
his usual benignant, half-dazed way, looked 
round at the others, smiled again, then raade 
answer, 

"Of course we stay if you say so, my 
father. But if we stay we must set to 
work. Give me children to teach, or a 
house to build, or a printing-press — or I 
will turn tailor if you like, and repair our 
failing garments." 

" Wait a little," Monsieur Sylvestre went 
on. "You will soon find enough to do, 
Brother Maddio, never fear. T hâve not 
corne to so important a résolve without 
thinking of preliminaries. To stay in Eng- 
land is to carry out our idéal, and to carry 
out our idéal is again to turn tillers of the 
soil. Agriculture, says Proudhon, is of ail 
occupations the noblest, the most healthful, 
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both niorally and physically, and with re- 
gard to the exercise of intellectual faculties, 
the most encyclopœdic. Now, you ail 
know as well as I do, that we do not 
look upon Proudhon's words as golden 
always, nor even silver, but thèse are 
oracular. The expérience of my life goes 
to prove them so. We reraain, there- 
fore, what we hâve always been, agri- 
culturists." 

" But this is not a new country, remem- 
ber that," put in Madame Sylvestre timidly. 
"Land hère is more precious than pearls 
and diamonds. Ought we to borrow more 
than we can ever repay?" 

" How women lose themselves when once 
launched on the océan of the practical ! 
My dear wife, sympathetic affection is a 
merciful creditor. Our Ingaretha knows 
well enough that we hâve had misfortunes, 
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and may hâve thein again. What of that ? 
Fortune may forsake us; vitality may dé- 
sert us unawares, and little enough can 
we leave behind to admonish or amelio- 
rate the world; we hâve done our best, 
and may hâve furthered the glorious 
ideas of our great teachers. The rest we 
must leave." 

" Oh !" Madame Sylvestre continued, with 
a gathering passion of entreaty in her voice, 
" let us consider well ère we do that which 
will surely bring trouble upon her. Lead 
us elsewhere, dear husband, and léave Inga- 
retha unharmed." 

" She is right," cried René, with a sudden 
glow upon his cheek, and fire in his eye. 
"Because Ingaretha is dear to us, and we 
are dear to her, ail the more we should go 
in a month, in a week, in a day if you like, 
only let us go." 
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Madame Sylvestre caught the young man's 
hand and pressed it to her own, whispering 
words of approval. Monsieur Sylvestre 
smiled, and went on — 

" Were ever disciples so docile, and, at 
the same time, so captions as you two? 
But I look upon you as children in ex- 
périence, and forgive. You bid me lead 
you elsewhere, and, as a reason for making 
this request, you hold up Ingaretha's love 
before us. Good heavens ! would not Inga- 
retha's indifférence be a much better reason 
for going ? She can as little afford to lose 
us as we can afford to lose her. To suffer 
for the truth is divine, but to suffer for the 
friends we adore is a much more enviable 
privilège, since it brings humanity near to 
the gods, and leaves it humanity still. Grant- 
ed that, if we went away, Ingaretha would 
be spared some tears — and, since gold and 
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dross must be mixed in life, some money 
too — that she would, in fact, lie softly on 
her bed of roses, undisturbed by the suffer- 
ings of the world, is that a fitting life for a 
high-souled woman ? Fêted, flattered, ab- 
sorbed into a frivolous and parasitic society, 
the godlike spark within her would go out, 
and on her dying-bed she would reproach 
us for so inhuman a pièce of kindness. 
Leave her if you will, but not in such hands 
as thèse. She is too good to become the 
woman of fashion or of the world." 

"There is no fear of that," René said, 
impatiently. 

" What do you know about it, dear little 
brother? You hâve never lived in the 
world, luckily for you. You hâve no idea 
how easy it is to wear the harness of con- 
ventionalism after a few trials ; and if we 
leave Ingaretha to her fate, she is quite like- 
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ly to get presented at Court and marry the 
most determined enemy of progress going." 

^'And if she were happy, why not?" 
pursued René, turning red and pale by 
turns. " Let the truth suffer, but let her 
be happy." 

" Never !" cried Monsieur Sylvestre, with 
fire. " We are not monkeys, who think it 
a good day's work to steal and crack one 
extra nut for their own gratification. In- 
garetha is made of good stuff like ourselves. 
She shall share our triumphs or defeats. She 
loves the truth — a rare quality in a wo- 
man — and corne what may, she shall be one 
ofus." 

" But," began René, much agitated, " you 
don't understand. Mon père, I love this 
sweet thing. She cares for me — perhaps — 
a little — y et v^e cannot marry each other, 
you know why. Oh I ma mère^ Euphrosyne, 
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speak in ray place. I cannot say what is in 
my heart." 

He turned his back on the little group, 
and, seating himself in the shade, plucked at 
the grass, half crying. Euphrosyne put her 
hand on her husband's arm, and began to 
plead in his behalf ; but Monsieur Sylvestre 
was in no mood to listen. Smiling, in his 
lofty, intractable way, he brought his dis- 
course to a climax thus : — 

" After ail, what is the happiness of the 
individual, though I see no reason why In- 
garetha should not be happy, and, for the 
matter of that, René too. But we must 
forget ourselves, remerabering only the ties 
of a common cause and a common brother- 
hood. Our undertaking is not entered 
upon from désire of gain or motives of self- 
interest, but for the sake of that cause and 
in the spirit of that brotherhood. Long live 
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the noble fraternity of Fourierists ! Em- 
brace me, my wife ; embrace me,, ray bro- 
thers. Happy ara I who lead, thrice happy 
are ye who foUow, in the quest of a perfect 
State and a Golden Age 1" 

Thereupon the meeting broke up. Any- 
thing like business had certainly not been 
transacted, but the ail-important question 
of going or sta5dng was settled beyond dis- 
pute. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

LOVER AND HERO. 

Tj^UPHROSYNE and René found thern- 
-" selves alone under the trees. René 
held ont his hand to her, with a look of 
childlike entreaty for sympathy and help. 
She put it to her lips and cheek, caressingly, 
as if he had been her son, and for a little time 
neither spoke. At length he said — 

"Oh, my mother, it has come to this, 
then ! I must go alone." 

'* Do you love her so ?" she asked ten- 
derly. 
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" It is not that. I would rather stay — 
even if I saw her married to the rich Mon- 
sieur Carew ; at least, I think so. But I 
cannot find it iu my heart to stand by and 
see her sacrificed. You know what I mean. 
If we stay she will suffer, as sure as our 
creed is a true one." 

"Ahl" cried Madame Sylvestre, with a 
look of pain impossible to describe. " This 
is the saddest thing in life. We, who love 
the truth, make martyrs of our friends." 

" Mind, I do not reproach Mm. Heaven 
forbid ! But I feel, I see, how ail this will 
end. Suffering makes seers of us ail. The 
most dazzling visions do not mislead me for 
a moment. I descry what lies on the fur- 
ther side of our father's golden dreams — 
persécution, disappointment, defeat, perhaps 
death. One by one, thèse woes will over- 
take us — not because our ideas are false, but 
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because the world is not yet ready for 
them." 

" It is ail true ; yet he will never believe 
it." 

*' Never, never I If he lived a hundred 
years, and planned a hundred Utopias, he 
would never believe it. Don't think I re- 
proach him for this blindness, self-devotion 
— call it what you like. I envy him : I 
would be blind, too, if I could — except for 
Ingaretha's sake." 

He turned to her eagerly, and added, in 
a différent key : — 

" I ara no renegade. If there was a ré- 
volution in Paris to-morrow, I would be the 
first to raount the breach in the cause of the 
people and liberty, and risk my neck the 
hundreth time as readily as I did the ninety- 
ninth ; but never by act of mine shall hair of 
her dear head be harmed. I did not know 
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how it was till I came to England and saw 
her in her home — almost a princess ! She 
is the same as ever, but things seem changea 
to me for ail that. What notre père says 
may be ail true : her life might become un- 
worthy of so noble a nature if we left her 
to herself — flatterers might spoil her, para- 
sites might prey upon her; she might in 
time grow into a whoUy difiFerent being. 
But we do not know it, and we hâve no 
right to surmise it. I am not sure that the 
lot we hâve to give her is better than that 
to which she was born. Such a woman 
must do good anywhere. Oh, my friend, 
my more than mother, for her sake would 
we had starved in the désert !" 

"Would that we had!" she said, fer- 
vently. 

"You see," he went on, in the same 
eager tone, " for that one friend — our only 
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one in the world — we hâve a thousand ene- 
mies, and we can never tell when any one 
of them may turn upon us." 

" Ah, you may well say so. And what 
enemies hâve I, of ray own flesh and blood ! 
— those who were once babes at my breast, 
fondling me with little helpless hands! 
René, you don't dream of thèse when you 
speak of our enemies." 

" No, no. When I speak of enemies, I 
mean ideas rather than persons. In this 
free England, men cannot be imprisoned for 
their opinions, but they can be scofiFed at, 
persecuted, hunted down; and how will 
Ingaretha suflfer when evil days overtake 
her friends ! Offence must come, as the 
Scripture says, but woe be to him by whom 
it cometh ; and we are of those by whom 
it cometh. Think you this deceitful peace 
brooding over the luxurious English nation 
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is to last for ever ? The freedom of the 
workman, like the freedom of the slave, 
must be brought about hère as elsewhere by 
the reforra that begins in révolution ; and 
upon us Socialists will ail the blâme fall. 
The pastor, Mr. Whitelock, is already on the 
alert, making mischief out of our most harm- 
less words and deeds. Ingaretha cannot 
shield us. And then — and then there is 
her rich neighbour the poet, Monsieur Car- 
ew, who is in love with her ! I had better 
get clean out of her sight." 

"MypoorRenér 

" Don't pity me, but help me to do the 
right and manly thing I ought. It is ail 
very well for you, for notre père^ and for 
Maddio to stay. With me it is différent. 
She is so gênerons that she would feel any 
happiness she allowed herself a reproach to 
me, and it breaks her heart to see me un- 
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fortunate. I hâve a genius for writing of a 
certain kind, but what good is it, seeing I 
was born a beggar and Ingaretha a prin- 
cess ! Some men would do wonderful 
things if they could handle a pen as well as 
I. I never shall, and I cannot sit like a 
dog at Ingaretha's feet, taking bread from 
her hands. Could any man? I will go 
back to my own people, and help them as 
best I can, marry a workwoman, perhaps, 
and rear children to hâte the class to which 
Ingaretha belongs. What else is left for 
me?" 

Both were silent. What comfort had she 
to give? What solace had he to take? 
Thèse things not seldom happen in life. 
Two friends are bound to each other by 
innumerable sympathies, sorrows, tender- 
nesses, and y et, when a dread calamity cornes 
upon one of them, the other has no word of 
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consolation to offer I The familiar nanie is 
uttered, the friendly hand is held out, the 
fond eyes are full of tears. And that is ail. 
Is it well or ill ? We know not, and can 
only guess. 

Madame Sylvestre and René sat holding 
each other's hands, and thinking thèse 
thoughts in silence till the sun was blazing 
in crimson splendour behind the chestnut 
trees, and the bosquets and glades around 
them had grown dusky and solemn. The 
setting of the sun is ever a wonder to révèr- 
ent minds. The two watched the transfor- 
mations of the fiery orb in as rapt a mood 
as fire-worshippers or early believers in the 
Sun-god of the glowing chariot. When the 
glorious coruscations of purple and orange 
and violet had melted into a sea of pearl 
and opal, and one silvery star twinkled in 
the west, they felt as if they too had battled 
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enough with passion for one d^y, and both 
sank into a calm, religions mood. 

"After ail," René said, "Nature has 
given what Life has withheld. If I lose In- 
garetha, I hâve lived never-to-be-forgotten 
days, and still see beautiful things wherever 
I go." 

He was to see something even more beau- 
tiful than the lovely sky and the trembling 
stars and the dusky pomp of the chestnut 
alley ; for no sooner had they emerged into 
the luminous twilight of the open lawn than 
Ingaretha advanced towards them, golden- 
haired, white-robed, radiant. 

She gave a hand to each, and chided them 
for being so late. 

" I hold court to-night. Did you forget 
it ?" she asked. " Mr. Carew is hère, one 
or two others are coming, and we are going 
to sing old Engtish ditties. Run to the 
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village, good Monsieur René, and corne back 
transformed into a dandy. But stay ; the 
dinner is just ready, and I will not impose 
such hard conditions upon you. Monsieur 
Sylvestre must take you in hand." 

Monsieur Sylvestre met thera in the porch, 
wearing a dress-coat of the latest fashion, 
the origin of which only Euphrosyne could 
hâve explained, irreproachable boots, panta- 
loons, and waistcoat, pale lavender gloves, 
and a white necktie. His long, soft hair, 
bright as silver, reached to his shoulders, his 
eyes sparkled, his cheeks glowed. To Eu- 
phrosyne his appearance had never seemed 
more imposing. 

"What hâve you two been doing?" he 
said. "I had settled everything. Why, 
René, at your âge I should hâve spent an 
hour curling those black locks of yours 
before entering the society of ladies." 
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René hung back to whisper to Eu- 
phrosyne — "You will try to make her 
believe afterwards that I hâve done what is 
right ? And you promise not to betray me 
before the time ?" 

" Yes, indeed, yes," whîspered the other, 
and then the two went their ways to pré- 
pare for dinner. 

Monsieur Sylvestre took René upstairs, 
persuaded him to curl and perfume his 
looks, and don some black clothes he 
brought ont for him — your true Bohemians 
hâve a marvellous knack of adapting them- 
selves to each other's clothes — ^finally 
paraded him up and down the room, to 
see whether the resuit was satisfactory. 
Then they descended, to find Carew, Amy 
Greenfield and her husband, Mr. Whitelock, 
and one or two others, assembled in the 
drawing-room. 

VOL. I, s 
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Ingaretha, taking Monsieur Sylvestre's 
arm, marshalled her guests to the dinner- 
table. A choicer little banquet was never 
set before love, genius, and Socialisai. 
There were flowers of great beauty in sil- 
ver épergnes, wines of various perfume and 
flavour in chased decanters, and a pyramid 
of peaches, grapes, and nectarines in the 
midst, and dainty dishes in profusion, but 
not superabundance, foUowed one after the 
other. 

Ingaretha's cheeks glowed with pleasure. 
Thèse guests and good friends of hers were 
not wearers of purple and fine linen, who 
fared sumptuously every day. With the 
exception of Carew and the rector, she 
felt sure that none had dined so sumptu- 
ously for months, perhaps years past. How 
genially they accepted her hospitality I how 
each vied with the other in furnishing the 
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piquant story, the neat epigram, the apt 
quotation 1 

When Monsieur Sylvestre began to speak, 
every one else was silent. He talked 
mostly of himself and his ideas, but with 
so much liveliness and enthusiasm, and 
such a charming manner, that his listeners 
could hâve sat for hours. It is true, much 
that he said was whoUy incompréhensible 
to most of them. What of that? Do we 
understand the canticles of the birds in 
which we delight? or the delicious hum- 
ming of happy insects on a summer morn- 
ing? or the solemn symphonies of the 
woods when the orchestra of the winds is 
doing its mightiest? We listen in simple 
wonder just as thèse good folks listened to 
the silvery-tongued old man discoursing of 
Plato's idéal state, of Utopias, mediaeval 
and modem, of Fourier and his phalanstery. 

s2 
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But when the dinner ended, the best 
part of the entertainment began. A dis- 
creet host knows that the secret of society 
consists in a nicely adjusted System of 
exactions. People do not care to go to a 
house where nothing is expected of them. 
Turn your drawing-room intô a stage on 
which everybody has his part to play, and 
ail find amusement. Poor Ingaretha had a 
large lump of mediocrity to deal with, and 
but a little leaven of the fiery material, call 
it genius, enthusiasm, what you will. She 
summoned all-potent music to her aid. The 
glees, madrigals, and choruses in which each 
took such génial part had been mastered in 
a séries of rehearsals, so that everything 
went smoothly, and everybody could praise 
everybody without being accused of parti- 
ality. 

Even Mr. Whitelock was pressed into the 
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service, and thought his voice had never 
sounded better than in Mendelssohn's 
"Spring Song," or "By Celia's Arbour." 
Aniy, who sang like a thrush, was in her 
élément. She forgot ail about the well- 
darned white muslin dress that she had 
ironed that morning wîth so many féminine 
pangs, and the children who had tumbled 
înto the pond, and the bread that had been 
burnt to a cinder in the oven, and the 
hundred daily troubles at home. Life was 
perfect for one long evening. 

Poor René had one foot in heaven and 
one in hell. There was Ingaretha doing 
her best to please both her admirers, and 
offend neither. Ingaretha, whom his whole 
being worshipped madly — Ingaretha, the 
sweetest of ail sweet women, smiling upon 
him — and he had no choice but to leave 
her. 
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Like the poor fools that ail lovers are, 
he did an ill-advîsed thing. He had said 
to himself, before joinîng his dear hostess 
and her guests, that now, if ever, was the 
tinie to be forbearing and good and self- 
devoted, and his forbearance and goodness 
and self-devotion went no further than 
this : — 

Carew sat at the piano, bringing ont 
stray mélodies with careless hand, as your 
true musician can, Ingaretha standing by 
his side, gay and eager, He had been 
singing a love-song to her of his own 
composition, music and words — and what 
woman can withstand such flattery as that? 
" I wish you would write a play for us 
to act at Christmas," she said ; " or if you 
like it better, a masque after the olden 
style, or an operetta. How delightful it 
would be !" 
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"I will do anything to please you, of 
course," he answered. 

" Do that, then. May I choose the sub- 
ject?" 

"Yes — no — that is, I cannot write a 
pièce to order, but I will receive sugges- 
tions." 

Ingaretha, full of the play, turned to 
René and said — 

" I hâve a splendid idea. Monsieur René 
guesses without a word, I know." 

" I can't guess anything to-night. I am 
stupid," poor René answered ; adding, " and 
sad besides." 

She did not heed the latter part of the 
speech, saying playfuUy — 

" But you hâve no right to be stupid to- 
night. It is unreasonable." 

She went on talking about the play to 
Mr. Carew. 
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René grew more and more misérable. 
He was about to sacrifice himself for this 
woman, as none other of her lovera or 
friends would sacrifice themselves, and was 
chidden for a sorrowful look and word. 
It was true, she did not know of his inten- 
tion, but she knew his love for her, the 
length and breadth and depth of it, only 
too well. How could she treat him thus ? 
He took an opportunity of stealing away, 
and left the house without having said good- 
night. 
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CHAPTER XVL 

GOING INTO EXILE. 

T3ENÉ rose whilst the mists of early 
■^^ autumn lay thick upon the turnip- 
fields, and the labourers might be heard 
whistling as they trudged off to their work ; 
the dreary tramp, tramp, tramp of children's 
footsteps might be heard also, going in 
gangs to the far-off task of stone-picking. 
He did not wake Maddio, who slept like a 
year-old baby, but crept downstairs, knap- 
sack in hand, and having breakfasted with 
his host, the ratcatcher, started off for St. 
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Beowulfs Bury. He had gone about a 
hundred yards when the sound of hurried 
steps and a young voice made him look 
back. 

It was little Mattie, the ratcatcher's 
daughter, as pretty a rosebud of a woman 
as you would find in ail the rustic homes 
of Culpho, just sixteen, ail dimples and 
blushes and shyness, who held the two 
foreign gentlemen in as much awe, despite 
their simple ways, as if they had been John 
Wesley and the great Suwarrow ; the two 
heroes whose biographies formed the bulk 
of the home library. 

"What's the matter, little Mattie?" he 
said. " I left nothing behind me. Ah ! 
I forgot to pay as much as I owed, per- 
haps?" 

He brought out a handful of money, the 
sum-total of his worldly goods. 
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She came to a standstill at his feet, like a 
pink and white blossom that drifts to the 
ground. 

" Oh ! no," she said, kneeling down upon 
one knee, with inexpressible childlike grâce. 
" But you forgot to take any food with you, 
and father said you are going ail the way to 
Ipswich." 

It had been Mattie's office to pack the 
bread and cold méat with which René and 
Maddio usually provided themselves before 
setting out on an excursion. She now un- 
folded her apron, and brought forward a 
little bundle of provisions, and a couple of 
large gold and amber coloured-pears, look- 
ing so shy, so pretty, and so persuasive, that 
he not only accepted the gifts, but, taking 
her rosy chin in his hands, gave her a kiss. 
What was it ? A careless kiss given to a 
pretty child on a sunshiny morning. René 
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smiled down upon her, thinking he had 
done, if not a comraon, a knightly thing ; 
but the girl turned scarlet, dropped her 
long eyelashes over tear-wet, affronted eyes, 
emptied her apron on the ground, and scut- 
tled away like a scared rabbit. He called 
her name, whistled, went back a few paces, 
paused, watched in vain. Mattie had not 
been to the Sunday-school ail thèse years, 
under the sharp eye of Révérend Madams, 
without having learned how to behave her- 
self. She would tell father, she said to 
herself at first, shutting herself up in her 
bedroora, pouting and crying. To be kissed 
like a flaunting créature at a fair, forsooth ! 
and she a motherless girl I the best-conducted 
of Mr. Whitelock's confirmation class I But, 
on second and calmer thoughts, she decided 
to keep her secret, and ail that golden 
autumn day was longing to see the culprit 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE SYLVESTRES. 269 

again whose sin against her had been so un^ 
pardonable and so sweet. 

Meantime René, having dismissed pretty 
Mattîe from his thoughts — the man steals 
forbidden fruit a hundred times, andforgets; 
the woman but once, and remembers for 
ever ! — was making the best of his way to 
St. Beowulf s. 

His heart sank within him when he 
thought of the Paradise he had left behind, 
and the désert towards which he was turn- 
ing his face. Tossed hither and thither on the 
sea of political and social trouble, Ingaretha's 
présence was ever the Bower of Bliss in 
which he rested, drinking from clear streams 
of joy and contentment. If sometimes the 
fearful sufferings of his youth came upon 
him with such force as to duU the sensé of 
hope and enjoyment, an unlooked-for kind- 
ness on her part — a written word, a message. 
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a flower — brought back a better niood. He 
had corne to Éngland, on Monsieur Sylves- 
tre's invitation, to find life enchanting. But 
the dream was over, the vision had faded, 
the story was brougbt to a sudden end. How 
could he stay, seeing that he loved Ingaretha, 
and that she cared for him ? AU that was 
best and manliest in his nature pleaded on 
her behalf. He knew well enough that she 
was too gênerons to bid him go. She would 
never bid his fellow-wanderers do this, how- 
ever much trouble they niight bring upon 
her. Was not that a sufficient reason for the 
résolve to which he had bound himself ? 
Thèse revolutionary ideas of his lead- 
er's — thèse uncompromising théories of 
liberty, equality, and fraternity — thèse 
golden Utopias of happy toil and universal 
well-being— could only be carried out at her 
risk and at her cost. Socialism was not a 
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Midas turning everything into gold. Social- 
ism had knocked at her doo'r, a beggar in 
rags, and she had fed, clothed, caressed it. 
Let ail the world be made tools of in the 
good cause, lie said, only let Ingaretha be 
spared. 

Hère, in this rich, happy England, there 
was room enough for revolutionists. In- 
garetha lived like some fairy-tale princess, 
surrounded by bowers and lawns and gar- 
dens, only having to hold out her hand for 

the thing she longed for ; but outside her 

• 
park-gates existed ill-fed, ignorant, supersti- 
tions peasants, whom no mère Lady Boun- 
tiful could hâve foroied into happy, rational, 
dignified beings. She might build cottages 
for them, distribute doles, charge herself 
with the care of the sick and the aged, 
make feasts and festivals, ppen schools for 
the children, talk to both men and women 
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in friendly fashion, offer a cordial hand 
to the first she met as she came out of 
church on Sunday. In doing ail this, she 
did well and nobly, but the wrongs of 
labour and poverty were not so to be put 
right. Hère and there, under such good 
influences, individual debasement and in- 
dividual wretchedness might vanish ; the 
fondamental injustice of the social System, 
which, like the worm in the . heart of a 
rose, gnawed at the prosperity of a free 
and beautiful country, would still remain 
untouched. 

As he thought of thèse things, wondering 
what Ingaretha would do with her life — 
that inner life from which Sunday-schools 
and cottagers' homes and parish reformation 
stood far apart — the question arose, what 
should he do with his own ? 

He thought of one or two friends of his. 
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members of the fratemity of Fourierists : 
this settled in the Far West, that on the 
borders of the Sahara, a third earning his 
bread and sowing the good seed in Alsatia, 
a fourth — further away than ail — in the 
furthermost settlements of Russia, To 
which should he turn ? They were ail his 
brothers ; their loaf would be his loaf, their 
bed his bed, their purse his purse till the 
last. His coming would be received with 
joy, his departure would call forth tears. 

But he hesitated. An ardent Socialist, a 
believer in the reconstruction of sodety by 
means of association, he still held back 
from making a fresh expérimenta The 
heart-breaking expériences of the Algerian 
colony were fresh in his mind, He had 
neither forgotten the plague of locusts, nor 
the famine, nor the fever. He said to him- 
self that it were better to let the rioh fields 
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of spéculation and theory lie fallow for 
awhile, and till, sow, and garner in a crop 
of thé practical and tangible, no matter how 
scanty. 

He had not spent two months and a half 
in England for nothing. He saw that this 
BO-called Socialism, at which the respectable 
masdes take sucb affront, was no foreign 
plant, striking unwilling root into uncon- 
genial soil, but a force, vigorous and healthy 
as the growth of a forest oak, whose ada- 
mantine roots were spreading wider and 
wider, whose branches towered over lesser 
trees with majesty, whose crown and flower 
of prime maturity the world had not yet 
seen. This Trades' Unionism, this Associa- 
tion of Working Men, this leaguing together 
of the upholders of free labour, of co-opera- 
tion, of peace, and of liberty, this outcry for 
éducation, for political rights of both sexes 
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and ail grades, for toleration in thought, for 
émancipation from theological thraldom, 
but expressed, to his thinking, ail more or 
less definitely the dreams of Owen, of St. 
Simon, of Fourier, of Proudhon, and the 
noble brotherhood of Reformers. Could a 
disciple of any one of thèse do better than 
throw in his lot with that of the working 
man ? — whether of France, Germany, or ^ 
England, raattered little so long as Liberty 
was their creed, and Peace their watch- 
word. A life devoted to such a cause 
might be dreary compared with that he had 
lived for the last few months, the dweller 
in sunny lands, the friend and companion 
of such a woman as Ingaretha; but life 
fortunately was a thing of décades, not 
of centuries, and life would draw to an 
end. 

After ail, he said to himself, he was a 

t2 
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working man, ay, lower in the social scale 
than that — a gîpsy, a vagabond, an outcast I 
He h ad tasted the bitterness of hunger and 
thirst, of cold and nakedness, of bomeless- 
ness and exile. He had earned his bread 
with the sweat of his brow, his hands had 
never been white or soft. Wherever he 
went, he found working men whose exist- 
ence had been luxurious compared with his 
own. Surely he would be received with 
open arnis into the guild of the struggling 
and the oppressed prolétariat of any nation ? 
He would serve the good cause ail the more 
effectually since he had no other ties. He had 
neither parent nor wife, neither sisternor bro- 
ther. In ail the cemeteries of the world, there 
was no grave to which he was in duty bound 
to carry immortelles and flowers. When he 
died, Ingaretha would weep, and his good 
comrades, Euphrosyne, Maddio, and Mon- 
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sieur Sylvestre, would be sure to grieve ; 
but how little différence it would make to 
them! 

AU thèse thoughts came and went as he 
hastened that autumn morning to St. Beo- 
wulfs. The field of purple beetroot or 
bright green turnip glowed in the early sun- 
shine, the cleared harvest fields looked gold- 
en against the intense blue sky, the hedges 
were shining with ripe berries, black and 
red ; nature seemed as gay as if it were 
spring. 

From St. Beowulfs to Harwich was an 
easy ride by rail, and there he found the 
time-honoured River Queen on the point of 
starting for Blackwall. 

René's self-given title of a working man 
must be taken with certain réservations. 
He knew well enough that his niembership 
of such a guild hung upon a thread, and that 
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the inherited prolétariat of which he boasted 
could be easily disproved. In the first place, 
as Ingaretha even had gathered from his 
oft-times too réticent lips, he was bom no 
beggar-boy, no progeny of those who earn 
their bread by the sweat of their brow, but 
the son of a proud and unfortunate French 
exile — sole democrat of an aristocratie family 
— whose wanderings had ended in Rome. 
Did he accept Ingaretha's pity and gold 
pièces? Yes, but he could hâve had gold 
pièces in plenty — the less said about pity 
the better — ^if he had chosen to return to 
his own people and say to them, " I am a 
renegade, like him who begot me. Forgive 
my sins and his. Give me food, shelter, 
name, and I will never discrédit you by lov- 
ing liberty and the people too well." 

Occasionally he had let fall, chancewise, 
some inkling of this discarded birthright; 
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once or twice he had named names ; to 
Madame Sylvestre he had even gone further 
than this ; but on the surface, and before 
ail, he was a working man, owning no other 
kinship. 
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CHAPTERXVII. 

THE GATES OP EDEN ARE OPENED. 

OF course Ingaretha knew well enough 
why René went away, and was a lit- 
tle glad, and very sorry, both for his sake and 
her own. He went to spare her. It was 
gênerons, self-devoted, nay, noble of him. 
He had left behind him a happy life, friends, 
the Woman he held dear, and set out as an 
emigrant seeking a new home and a new 
country. True friend René I If she could 
only hâve recalled him, to say, "Be happy 1" 
But though his absence weighed upon her 
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spirits, and for days and weeks her laugh 
seemed to belong to some one else, and si- 
lence often took possession of her unawares, 
she resolutely set to work on behalf of those 
left behind. The negotiations for Pilgrim's 
Hatch occupied much of her time and 
thoughts during the few weeks preceding 
Michaelmas-day — to ingoing and outgoing 
farmers the most important day of the year. 
What with the lawyer, the fariner, and the 
farni steward — for Mrs. Minifie's secret 
naturally exploded in a moment of wrath, 
and Mr. Minifie now sat on the council 
board — she had a hard battle to fight. 
Grindstone wouldn't sharpen knife, knife 
wouldn't eut stick, stick wouldn't beat pig, 
pig wouldn't go to market, and dame 
couldn't get home to-night. The farmer, 
egged on by Mr. Minifie, set a high price 
on his farm, and stuck to it. The lawyer, 
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determined to keep Ingaretha's money in 
her pocket, set a lower figure, and stuck to 
it also; and Michaelmas day drew nearer and 
nearer. At last matters were brought to a 
climax by a concession on the part of the 
lady. 

" Dear Mr. Mede," she said to her old 
friend coaxingly, ^4et us Lire the farm. 
It is only seventy acres, a kind of bîgger 
garden, after ail. I don't want to throw 
money intc the fire ; but I do want to 
raake my friends happy. Let me stock it ; 
six or seven hundred pounds, I think Mr. 
Minifie said, would do that, and a little 
more; and surely L can afford to lend a 
friend seven hundred pounds." 

" Give it, you mean," growled Mr. 
Mede. 

She laid her hand on the old man's arm 
insinuatingly. 
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" Oh ! Mr. Mede, would it be a crime to 
do that ? And ra y uncle lately left me a 
thousand pounds to buy trinkets with, which 
I hâve not touched." 

" Well, my dear, I suppose you must 
hâve your way. But, mind, Minifie sees 
to the stock, crop, and valuation. Mini- 
fie supervises — ahem — thèse friends of 
yours. Everything will go to rack and 
ruin else." 

Ingaretha coloured, and started back with 
an afFronted look. 

" I couldn't accept an Eden on those 
terras," she said. 

" I can ofFer no better, and now or never 
is your tirae for accepting them." 

At first Ingaretha was disposed to gather 
up her riding skirts and go her ways, neve» 
to speak of the matter to Mr. Mede any 
more. But friendship for her old adviser 
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prevailed ; and seeing her so amenable to 
reason, and so sweet and respectful to him- 
self, the lawyer temporised. First the one 
ceded an înch, then the othér an inch, and 
80 on, till each had got, if not as much 
ground as was asked for, at least as much 
as œuld be reasonablj^ expected. 

Then there was Mr. Minifie to confront. 
Ingaretha met him with a childishly crest- 
fallen air. 

" Mr. Mede will hâve you mixed up in 
the matter," she said, with an attempt at a 
smile ; and that was ail. 

The two forthwith rushed in médias res, 
Ingaretha ignoring the triumphant little 
twinkle that, for the life of him, Mr. 
Minifie could not suppress. It is true that, 
*but for his wife's by-play in the first in- 
stance, the farm would hâve been his own ; 
he hardly grudged it now, seeing the con- 
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ditions imposed upon those who had fore- 
stalled him. 

"I always wamed you not to interfère 
with my affairs, Janey," he said, as soon as 
Ingaretha was gone. ** You see what has 
corne of it." 

"Things might hâve been worse," Mrs. 
Minifie retorted. " You hoard up so much 
money, that I am afraid the ground will 
open, and swallow you up as you walk 
along. Remember Korah, Dathan, and 
Abiram. The loss of this farm is perhaps a 
last chance of salvation to you." 

" Janey, do leave off preaching," began 
Mr. Minifie, too elated just then to quarrel. 

" Give me some of my money, then, and 
1 will be quiet for a year. Only twenty 
pounds of my own money!" begged the 
poor woman, with a pitiful mixture of en- 
treaty and reproach. 
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" Twenty pounds !" echoed Mr. Minifie, 
opening his eyes. " What on earth would 
you do with it ?" 

" It is a very little to ask for, and I am 
getting old. I shall soon be too old to 
care about anything. We can't carry our 
money to the grave with us. Why not 
enjoy it now ?" 

" Well, what do you call enjoying it ?" 

He looked so good-natured that Mrs. 
Minifie took heart and pleaded her cause 
more earnestly. 

" You can't say that I hâve ever been an 
extravagant wife, Charlie. I dress no bet- 
ter than a curate's wife. I am content to 
eat beans and bacon day after day. I keep 
no Company. But twenty pounds now and 
then would enable me to give such useful 
little présents to my friends !" 

" Oh !" was Mr. Minifie s answer ; and 
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straightway turned upon his heel, she call- 
ing after him, in her rage and disappoinl- 
ment — 

" I will steal it ! I will pick your pockets 
like a thief I I will hâve a little of my own 
money by fair means or foui !" 

She stamped with rage and cried, poor 
créature, at thinking of the gifts she had 
intended to make — a silk dress for pretty 
Amy, a doll's house for little Bina, a Sun- 
day frock for ail the children, and something 
useful and pretty for the dear foreigners, 
Monsieur and Madame Sylvestre. Her life 
was so dull and emotionless that the idea 
of affording thèse kindly soûls a momentary 
elation had been like food, psalm-reading, 
and poetry to her for days past. Ah 1 how 
happy she had been in the bygone days of 
freedom and old-maidhood 1 Then the 
golden sovereigns came and went like good 
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angels, doÎDg their daily work of duty and 
beneficence. What protégés she had in that 
unfettered, careless time! What friends 
^mongst the children, what adorera among 
the needy, what allies among the helpless I 
And now she stood alone and friendless 
as a withered tree, to whom nature had 
denied ail prospect of flower and fruit. This 
blessed state of marriage that poets and 
romancists extolled to heaven — this union 
of two lives, two soûls, and two hearts in 
one — might be to some a beautiful reality 
or a dream ; to herself it had been a farce, 
a tragedy, the contemplation of which 
shamed her before God and man. 

There was nothing to do now but bear it. 
Fortunately, when the bitterness of her last 
mortification was fresh in her mind, came a 
kind little note from Ingaretha. Mr. Minifie 
had promised to see that the stock should be 
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good and abundant ; but there was the 
hoTise to furnish and make ready. Would 
Mrs. Minifie help her in making thèse 
préparations ? 

The two ladies worked hard, and 
achieved wonders. An old-fashioned farm 
house, with due réservation be it said, is 
often as comfortless a domicile as a 
caravansary m the wilds of the désert. 
Good drinking water is not to be had within 
a mile ; bed-rooms are without fire-places ; 
floors are so uneven as to give one the 
idea of an earthquake ; the apple-chamber, 
being situated in the middle of the house, 
and fiUed with apples from Michaelmas 
till May-day, emits an overpowering and 
monotonous savour. The cheese-room may 
not happen to be at a respectful distance 
from the sleeping apartments. The parlour 
has generally a brick floor, pleasant enough 
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in July, but far from gratefiil at Christ- 
mas. Money works small miracles; good 
sensé works great ones. It was quite 
marvellous how soon the little homestead 
of Pilgrim's Hatch became transformed on- 
der Ingaretha's supervision. 

As yet not a syllable had been breathed 
to Monsieur and Madame Sylvestre about 
their good luck ; but on the eve of 
Michaelmas-day, Ingaretha ordered her lit- 
tle pony-carriage to be brought to the 
door, and, looking radiant, invited them 
to drive with her to a farm that might suit 
them. 

" A very modest little place," she said ; 
"but I think you would not be dissatis- 
fied with such a beginning." 

Monsieur Sylvestre delighted in handling 
the reins as much as a schoolboy, and, 
by thîs time, had occasioned many a mis- 
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chief to Ingaretha's horses, carriages, and 
harness. Without waiting for an invitation, 
he jumped into the driver's seat, flourish- 
ed the whip, and drove off after his own 
showy but unsafe fashion. 

"Any beginning will satisfy me, my 
dear young lady," he said, "a field, an 
acre, nay, a garden. Rome was not built 
in a day ; and the glorious harvest of 
Socialism may be sowed chancewise by 
vagrants like myself, as flower-seed by 
humble insects." 

" Mind the gâte I" said Ingaretha. 

" Think," he continued, waiting impatient- 
ly till the park gâte was opened, " how 
the face of ail things might be changed 
in this favoured spot if the ideas of the 
divine Fourier were disseminated. The 
earth brings forth abundantly, and her 
fruits are duly gathered in ; but by whom ? 

u2 
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By those who believe in the nobility of 
toil ? By those who share in its rewards ? 
By those who feel themselves members of 
one great brotherhood ? No; rather by 
those whom poverty and ignorance hâve 
80 degraded that, in their persons, toil 
becomes dégradation ; by those who, far 
from sharing the first fruits of the earth, 
are content with the shells and husks 
thereof ; by those who hâve no common 
fellowship except with deprivation, and 
wrong, and misery " 

*' We are driving into the ditch !" inter- 
rupted Ingaretha. 

The ditch was avoided, and the speaker 
continued : — 

" I thought you English loved freedom, 
till I came to live among you. What 
does your much-vaunted liberty amount 
to? The poor are free, I grant. Your 
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lords of the manors and grand seigneurs 
no longer possess the right of pit and 
cross-way. You cannot bury your peasants 
alive, or gibbet them if they happen to 
displease you. But is not ignorance the 
worst of slavery ? Better not to be born, 
saith Plato, than to be untaught. And in 
that slavery you hâve kept them for 
centuries bound hand and foot." 

" Mon DieUj we are overturned 1" cried 
Madame Sylvestre, in great terror; and, 
true enough, the little carnage was on 
the point of running into a heap of timber 
lying by the roadside, when Ingaretha's 
tiraely seizure of the reins averted the 
catastrophe. 

"I lose ail patience," continued Mon- 
sieur Sylvestre, "when I read what your 
orators and your journalists, not to speak 
of your historians, say about this same 
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liberty of the people. Eyes hâve they, 
but they see ^ not ; ears hâve they, but 
they hear not. With such spectacles as 
the pauperism of London and the misery 
of Manchester ever before them, they still 
hug this delusion to their soûls — liberty 
of the people." 

" Oh 1 we are m the miller's cart !" cried 
Ingaretha. This time the collapse was 
inévitable. Don Quixote's onslaught upon 
the windmills was hardly fiercer than this 
charge of Ingaretha's pony upon the 
miller's lazy cob. 

There was a scrîmmage and a great 
dispersion of dust, from which emerged, 
first the ladies, then the drivers, then the 
animais, ail looking more or less rueful. 
The harness having been temporarily ad- 
justed, and the miller's ruffled temper 
smoothed down by Ingaretha's apologies, 
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the little party made the rest of their journey 
on foot. 

The short, bright autumn afternoon was 
drawing to a close when they reached the 
farm. The front Windows glowed fiery red 
in the rays of the declining sun ; the orchard 
was lustrons with ripened pear, apple, and 
plum ; Michaelmas daisies, cabbage roses, 
and other homely flowers brightened the 
little garden; the meadows lay bathed in 
yellow light; beautiful white ducks were 
swimming in the pond ; broods of plump 
late chickens strayed hère and there. 

Ah, how happy was Ingaretha as she led 
her enchanted friends over the peaceful 
place, pointing ont this thing and that — 
first the dairy, with its cool marble slabs 
and wooden milk-troughs, shining and 
white, its bright red jars half a yard high, 
full of salted cream for the next day's 
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churning; then the pantries, airy, dusky, 
capadous ; then the kitchen and the back- 
kitchen, its red brick floors just washed 
down ; then the apple-charaber, and the 
little bedrooms, old-fashioned, small-win- 
dowed, built anyhow, with big cupboards 
and unaccountable ascents and descents, 
and perfiimes of honeysuckle coining in at 
every opening; last of ail, she led them 
into what she called, after country fashion, 
the best parlour of the house. 

Exclamations of surprise fell from her 
eompanions, and no wonder. Hère were 
soft ^carpets, book-shelves, books, pictures, 
a cottage piano, one or two statuettes, a 
writing-table, a velvet arm-chair, a blue- 
grey paper with a dash of gold in it, gold- 
fringed curtains to the little bay-window 
that looked pleasantly on to the shady 
orchard. 
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*' What taste I — what luxury !" cried Eu- 
phrosyne. " Surely this farmer can hâve 
been no common man 1" 

Her hnsband was turning over the books 
that lay upon the table with extrême in- 
quisitiveness. 

" Can I believe my eyes ?" he cried de- 
lightedly. " Hère is Robert Owen's ' Bock 
of the Moral World,' and that book of 
books, * La Philosophie Positive ;' and the 
entire works of Charles Fourier." 

He uttered an involuntary ejaculation, 
held a volume to the window, looked again 
and again, then called to Euphrosyne to 
look also. His own narae was written on 
the title-page ! 

No one knew how it happened, but the 
secret was out without a word. Ingaretha 
gave a hand to each, half laughing, half 
crying. They kissed her, they kissed each 
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other in a passionate mood of hope, joy, 
and gratitude ; and when the first surprise 
had passed away, talked tremblingly of 
their good fortune, dreading, like happy 
dreamers, lest the spell should soon be 
broken ! 



END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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